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To ilka lovely British la/sj 

Frae Ladies Charlotte, Anne and]t^n^ 
Down to ilk bonny Jinging Befs, , 

Wha dances barefoot on the green* 



•t-H AA-A'^ .4-<,<.^M<«<-<-<»<,.4«4^«<-4.^«^-<«4»<-<«<-4«4«4k^-<-4-<«4-<-< 



Dear Lasses, 

YOUR moft humble flavc, 
Wha ne'er to ferve you (hall decline, 
Kneeling, wad your acceptance crave, 
When he prefents this fma* nropinc. 

TThen take it kindly to your care, 

Revive it with your tiinefu' notes : 

Jt*s beauties will look fweet and fair, 

Arifing faftly thrcyjgh your throats* 
A 1 



ir D E D I C A T I O Ni 

The wanton wee thing will rejoice^ 
When tented by a fparkling eye, 

The fpinet tinkling with her voice, . 
It lying on ber lovely knee. 

While kettles dringe on ingles dour. 

Or claflies ftay the lazy lafs ; 
Thir fangs may ward you frae the four. 

And gaily vacant minutes pafs. 

E'en while the tea'ij filPd reeking round. 
Rather than plot a tender tongue, 

Treat a' the circling Jugs wi' found, 
Syne iafely fip when ye have fung. 

May happinefs haud up your hearts. 
And warm you lang with" loving Sires ; 

May Pow*rs propitious play their parts, 
In. nntatching you to your defirc5. 



^.nr^''.?^ ■ A- R A EI SAY.. 

Mt Jan. 1724. ji 



PREFACE, 



A L T H O U G R it be acknowledged, that oar 
*• Scots Tunes have not lengthened variety of 
Mufic, yet they have an agreeable gaiety and natural 
f«reetne(s that make them acceptable wherever thej 
arc known, not only among ourfelves, but in other 
countries. They are for the moft part fo chcarful, 
that, on hearing them well played or fung» wc find a 
difficulty to keep ourfelves from dancing. What 
further adds to the efteem we have for them, is, their 
antiquity, and their being univerfally known. Man- 
kind's love for nevelty would appear to con trad id this 
reafon ; bttt will not, when we confider, that for one 
that can tolerably entertain with vocal or indruroent- 
al Mufic, there are fifty who content thcmfelves with 
the pleafure of hearing, and finging without the 
trouble of being taught ; Now, fuch are not judges 
of the%iie flour ifiies of new Mufic imported from 
Italy and elfewhcrc, yet will liften with pleafure to 
Tunes that they know, and can join with in the Cto^ 
A3 



m PREFACE. 

ms. Say that our way is only an harmonious fpeak^ 
ing of nurry, witty, or foft thoughts, after the Poet 
has dreffed them in four or five flanzas ; yet undoubC* 
cdly thefe muft rcHlh bed with people, who have-not 
beftowed niuch of their time in acquiring a tafte for 
> that downright perfect Mufic, which requires none» 
or very little of the Poet's afllftance. 

My being well aflured, how acceptable new words 
to known Tunes would prove, engaged me to the 
making vcrfes for above fiity of them, in this and 
the fecond Volume.: about thirty more were done by 
feme ingenuous young Gentlemen, who were fo well 
pleafcd with my undertaking, that they generoufly 
leitt me their aflidance ; and to them the lovers of 
Senfe and Mufic sire obliged for fome of the bed Songs 
in the CoUedlion. The. reil are' fuch old verfes as 
have been done time out of mind, and only wanted. 
to be cleared from the drofs of blundering Tranfcribers 
and Printers 5 fuch as, ne Gaberlunzie- Man^ MuHand 
. Willy y l^Ci that claim their place in our Collodion, for 
their merry images of the low chara(fler. 

This twelfth Edition in a few years, and tl^;ene* 
tal demand for the Book by perfons of all ranks, where- 
■«iRerour language, is underftood, Is afure evidence of 



PREFACE. vii 

&^ being acceptable. Mj isorthf friend^ Dr. Ani^ 
nermoM, tells me from Amencai 

NW onfy d§your-Lajs o^tr Britain j$b«;» 
Sotmd all the gloUpur happy Sonwts go ^ 
Here thyfoftverfe made to a Scottilh <iir. 
Are often fung bj our Virginian ^(r- ■ 
Camilla's ov^ri/r/Tf notes arejjearino more^ 
Bid yield to LaA time I came o'er the Moor y 
Hydafpes and Rinaldo both give <way 
To Mary Scot,.Twccd-fide, and Mary Grayi . 

F&oM this and the following Vbluracj Mr. Thomfin 
(vho is allowed by all, to be a good teacher and (ing«- 
er of Scots Songs) culled his Orpheus Caledonius^ ther 
mnfic forbot^ the voice and fliltev*'jand the words of 
the Songs fineljrtengravcn in a folio book, for the ufo 
of perfons of the highcft quality in Britain^ and De- 
dicated to the latrQuccn. This, by the bye, Itliou^t. 
paoper to intimate, and do myfelf that juflice which 
the rublifhcrneghyfled; fincc he ought to have ac- 
qusunted bis illuflarious lift of Subfcribers, that the mod 
of the Songs were mine, the Mafic abfiraded. 

m' • 

Ik my CompoCtions and CoIIedions, I have kept 
fpax alLimut and ribaldry, that the jnodeft voice aad 
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tir of tbe fair finger might meet with no sffrost j 
tbe chief bent of all my ftudles being, to gaip theit 
^;Dod graces ; and it (hall always be my care, to ward 
off thefe frowns that would prove mortal to mj 
Mufc 

Now, little books, go yonr ways; be alTured of fa« 
TOurable reception wherever the fun (hines on the irct^ 
bom chearful Briton j (leal yourfelves into the ladies 
bofoms. Happy volumes ! you are to live too as long 
as the Song of Homer in Creek and Engltjh^ and mix 
your alhes only with the Odes of Horace. Were it 
bnt my fate, when old and ruffled, like you to be a* 
gain reprinted, what a curious figure would 1 appear 
OS the utmoft limits of time, after a thoufand Editions? 
Happy volumes I ,you are fecure, but I muft yield f 
fleafe the Ladies^ and take care of taj fame. 

Jn bcpts oftbij^femrhfi of coming age^ 

PUfmik tbro* life; and lahen for rhyme rcno^T^i^ 
J^Iitalmfy quit the farce and giddy Ji age, 

Jlkdfieep kenisth aflovi^ty turf fail found. 
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INDEX. 

Begianlng with the firll Letter of every Song. 

The Songs marked C^ D, H, L, M, O, &fr. 
are new Words by different Hands ; X, the 
Authors unhwwn ; Z, old Songs ; Q^, old 
Songs with Additions^ 
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Bonny CHRisTVit 

HO W fweetly (mclls the Simmer green ! 
Sweet ufte the peach and cherrf i 
Painting and order pleafe our een, 

And claret m;ikes us merry : 
Bat fined colours, fruits and flowers. 

And wine, tho* I be thirfty, 
Lofe a' their charms and weaker powers, 
Compar'd with thofe of Chrifiy. 

When wandVIng o'er the flow'ry park. 

No natural beauty wanting, 
How lightfome ib't to hear the lark, 

And birds in concert, chanting ? 
But if my Chrifty tunes her voice, 

I'm rapt in admiration ; 
My thoughts with extafies rejoice. 

And drap the hale creation. 

Whenever (he fmiles a kindly glance, 

I take the happy omen, 
And aften mint to make advance. 

Hoping fhe'll prove a wojnan : 
But, dubious of my ain defert, 

My fentiments I fmother ; 
With fecret fighs I vex my heart, 

For fear flie love another. 
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Thus fang Mate £Jie by a bumj 

His Cbrifly did o'erhear him ; 
She doughtna let her lover mourn. 

But e*er he wift drew near him. 
She fpake her favour with a look, 

Which left nae room to doubt herf 
He wifely this white minute took, 

•And flang his arms about her. 

My Cbrifly ! wjtnefs bonny (Ircam^ 

Sic joys fmc tears arifing, 
I ^ifh this may na be a dream ; 

O love the maift furprifing ! 
Time was too precious now fortauk; 

This point of a' his wifhes 
He wadna with fet fpeeches bank. 

But war'd it a' on kifFes. 

* 

The Bufti aboon T r a qjj a i r. 

HEAR me, ye nymphs, and every fwain, 
I'll tell how Peggy grieves me, j 
THo' thus I languilh, thus complain, 

Alas ! (he ne'er believes me. 
My vows and fighs, like filent air, 

Unheeded never move her ; 
At the bonny bufh aboon Traquair^ 
*Twas there I firft did love her. 

That day (he fmil'd, and made me glady 

No maid feem'd ever kinder ; 
I thought myfelf the luckieft lad, 

So fweetly there to find her. 
I tri'd to footh my amorous flame, 
•In words that I thought tender ; 
If more there pafs'd. I'm not to blaznef 

1 meant not to offend hen 
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Yet now flie fcornful flees the platOi 

The fields we then frequented ; 
If e'er we meet (he (hews difdain. 

She looks as ne'er acquainted. 
The bonny bu(h bloom'd fair in May^ 

Its fwects I'll ay remember. 
But now her frowns make it decay» 

IC fades as in December, 

Ye rural powers, who hear my (trains. 

Why thus (hould Peggy grieve me^ 
Oh ! make her partner m my painS| 

Then let her (miles relieve me. 
If noty my love will turn defpair^ 

My padion no more tender. 
m leave the bu(h aboon Trmptair^ 

Ilq lonely wilds I'll wander. 

An Ode. 

Tune, Pol'warth en the Green. 

TH O* beauty, like the rofe. 
That fijiilcs on Polivarth Green, 
In various colours (hows. 
As 'tis by fancy feen : 
Yet all its diff'rent glories ly. 

United in tliy face* 
And virtue, like the fun on high. 
Gives rays to ev'ry grace. 

So charminff is her air, 

So fmooth> fo calm her mind. 
That to fome apgel's care 
Each motiojrieems adign'cl : 
Bat yet fo chearful, Iprightly, gay, 

The joyful moments fly. 
As if for wines they ftole the ray 
She darteth from her eye. 
Vol. I. C 
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Kind am'rous Cupidsy while 
With tuneful voice (he fings, 
' Perfume her breath and fmile. 
And wave their balmy wings : 
But as the tender blulhes rife, 
Soft innocence doth warm, 
The foul in blifsful extafies 
Diffolveth in the charip. li. 

Tweed-Side. 

WHAT beauties does Flora difclofe ? 
How fweet arc her fmiles upon Tijufcd? 
Yet Mary's ftill fweeter than thofe % 

Both nature and fancy exceed. 
Nor daify, iror fweet- blufhing rofe, 

Not all the gay flow'rs of the field. 
Not Tmjeed gliding gently through thofe. 
Such beauty and pleafure does yield. 

The warblers are heard in the grove. 

The linnet, the lark, and the thru^n. 
The blackbird, and fweet- cooing dove, 

With mufic enchant ev'ry bum. 
Come, let us go forth to the mead,' 

Let us fee how the primrofes fpring. 
We'll lodge in fome village on Tnueedf 

And love while the feather'd folks fing. 

How docs niy love pafs the long day ? 

Does Mary not 'tend a few meep ? 
Do they never carelefsly ftray, ♦ 

While happily fhe lies afleep ? 
Tiveed's murmurs (hould lull her to reft ; 

Kind nature indulging my blifs, 
To relieve tlie foft pains of my breaft 

I'd fleaJ an ambrofial kifs. 
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'Tis (he docs the virgins excell, 

No beauty with her may compare, 
LoTe's graces all round her do dwell. 

She's faireAy where thoufands are fair. 
Say, charmer, where do thy flocks ftray ? 

Oh \ tcU me at noon where they feed ; 
Shall I feck them on fweet winding Taj^^ 

Or the ^leafaater banks of the Tiueed ? 

S O N G.. 

TaBe» W9^smy heart that m}e Jhould /under. 

rHanulla then my own ? ; 

O ! the dear, the charming treafure I 
Fortune now in vain (hall frown ; 
An my future life is pleafure. 

See how rich with youthful grace» 

Beauty warms her ev'ry feature ; 
Smiling heaven is in her face. 

All is gay, and all is nature. 

See what mingling charms an(e, 

Rofy finiles, and kindling blufhes ; 
Love fits laughing in her eyes. 

And betrays her fecret wifbes. 

Rdle then from th' Idalian grove. 
Infant (miles, and fports, and graces ; 

Spread the downy couch for love, 
And lull us in your fweet embraces. 

Softeft raptures, pure from noife. 

This fair happy night furround us i . 
While a thoufand fprightly joys 

Siknt flutter all around us. ' 



6 SONGS. 

Thus unfowr'd with care or ftrife. 

Heaven dill guard this deareft bleffing i 

While we tread the path of life. 
Loving ftilli and dill polTeffing. 
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LET'S be jovial, fill our glaffcg^. 
Madnefs 'tis for us to think, 
How the world is rul'd by aflcs. 
And the wife are fway*d by chink. 

Then never let vain cares opprefi us^. 

Riches are to them a fnare. 
We're ev'ry one as rich as Crtefus, 

While our bottle drowns our care* 
Fa^ la, ra, &c. 

Wine will make us as red as rofes. 
And our forrows quite forget : 

Come let us fuddle all our nofes. 
Drink ourfelves quite out of debt* 

Fa, la, rUf &c. 

When grim death is looking for us» 

We are toping at our bowls, 
J^^^y^Kj joining in the chorus^: 

Death, be gone ! here's none but fouls. 
Fa, la^ ra, &c. 

€rod like Bacchus thus commanding^ 
Trembling death away (hall fly. 

Ever after under {landing, 
Drinking fouls can nevtx die,. 

Fa^ la, ra^ &c. 
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MuxRLAND Willie. 

HARKEN and 1 will tell you how 
, Yoons Moirland IVHiie came to woO} 
Tfio'^he coukl neither fay nor do ; 

The truth I tell to you. 
But ay he cries, whatever betide, 
Maggy ^ I Ye hac her to be my bride> • 
WHh afai, dal^ &c. 

On hisgray yad as he did ride, • 
With durk and piftol by his fide. 
He prick'd her on wi* nieikle pride^ 

Wi* meikle mirth and glee. 
Out o'er' yon mofs, out o'er yon muir» > 
Till he came to her dady's door, 
With a /alt dal, &c. 

G«odman, quoth he, be ye within, 

l*m come your doughtcr's love to;win> - 

I care na for making meikle din. 

What anfwer gi'e ye me ? 
Now, wooer, quoth he, wohM ye light down^ 
1*11 gi'c ye my doughtcr's love to win, 
WUb afaU daly &c. 

Now, wooer, fin ye are lighted down^ 
Where do you win, or in what town ! 
I think my doughter winna gloom, 

On fic a lad as ye. 
The wooer he ilep'd up the houfe. 
And wow but he was' wond'rous croufe^ 
With a fait daU &c. 

I have three owfen in a plough, 
Twa good ga^«n yads, and gear enough, ^ 
; The place tSey ca' it Cadeneugh ; 
1 fcom to tell a lie : 

C3 
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JBcCdes, 1 had frac the great lau-d, . 
A peat'pat, and a lang kaii-yardj 
>With afaU dah fitc. 

The maid put on her kirtlc browttf. 
She was the braweft in a' the town ;; 
I wat on him (he did na gloomy 

But blinkit bonnilie. 
The lover he ftended up in hafte, 
And gript her hard about the wafte^. 
With a fiih dal, 8cc. 

To win your love, maid, Vm come here^, 
I'm young, and hae enough o^ gc^ ; 
And for my fell you need na fear. 

Troth try. me whan ye like. 
He took a£F his bonnet, and fpat in his choW|, 
Hedighted his gab,. and be pri'd her mou', 
WJt/f afaU daii 8cc. 

The maiden blufh'd and bing'd fix law. 
She had na will to fay him na. 
But to her dady fhe left it a% 
As they twa cou'd agree. 
The lovtr he ga'e her the tither kifs. 
Syne ran to her dady, and tell'd him tbis^ 
iVitA a/a/y da/, &c. 

Your doughter wad na fay me na,. 
But to your fell (he has left it a% 
As we cou*d *gree between us twa ; 
Say what'U ye gi'e me wi* her ? 
Now, wooer, quo' he, I ha'e na meikle^. 
But fic's I ha'e ye's get a pickle* . 
Witbafal,dal,ioc. 

A kilnfu of corn I'll gi*e to thecr 
Three foums of fkeep, twa good milk ky,. 
Ye^s ha'e the wadding dinner free i 
Troth I dow do nomair. 
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Content) qao* he, a bargain be*C. 

rm far frae hame, make hafte let's do% 

The bridal- day. it came to pafs. 
With TOony a blythfome lad and lafs ; 
But ficken a day there never was» 

Sic nnirth was never feen. 
This winfome couple ftraked hands, 
Mefs John ty'd up the marriage bands» 
With afal, dal, ^. 

And our bride's maidens were na few, 
Wi' tap-knots, lug-knots, a* in blew, 
Frae tap to tae they were braw new. 

And blinkit bonnilie. 
Their toys and mutches were fae clean. 
They glanced in our ladfes' cen, 
With afaly dal, &c. 

Sic hirdum, dirdum, and fic din, 
Wi* he o*er her, and fhe o'er him. 
The minftrcls they did never blin, 
Wi* meikk mirth and clee. 
And ay they bobit, and ay they beckt. 
And ay their wames together met. 
With afal^ daU &c. 

The Promised Joy. 

Tune, Carl an the I^ng come. 

WHEN we nteet again, Phely, 
When *aie meet again Phely> 
Raptures nvill reward atir fain, 
Jind lofi refult in gain^ Philyi 
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lione the (port of fortune driv'n. 
To deipair our thoughts were giv'n,. 
Our odds wiU all be ev*n, PMyy 
JVbfin tve meet again Phely, &C. ^ 

Now in dreary diflant groves^ 
Tho' we moan like turtle-doves, 
Suffering beft out virtue proves, 

And will enhance our loves, Phely p , 
When nve meet again^ Phely, &c. . 

Joy will come in a furprife, 
Tifi its happy hour arife.;. , 
Temper well your love fick fighs, . 
JFor hope becomes the wife, Phely, . 
When ive meet again Phely, 
When ive meet again Phely,. 
Raptures luill reuiard our paihy \ 
And lofs refnlt ingain^ Phely. ; . "HL 



To Del i a, on her drawing him to her 
Valentine, 

Tune, Black'Efd Sufan. 

YE powers ! was Damon then fo Hleft, 
To fall to charming Delia* s fhare ; : 
Deliaj the beauteous maid, pof&fl: 
Of all that's foft, and all that's fair ? 
Here ceafe thy bounty, O indulgent heavfn, ^ 
I afk no more, for all my wifli ils givli. 

I came, and Delia fmiling (kow'd. 
She fmil'd, and (how'd the hai^y name ;^ 
With rifing joy ray heart o'crfiow'd, 
I felt and bleft the newborn-flame. 
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Mayfofteftpleafores carelefs roand her m<rre, 
ihy all her nights be joy, and days be love. 

She drew the treafure from her breaft. 

That bread where love and graces play» 

O name beyond exprcflion bleft ? 

Thus lodg'd with all that^s fair and gaf • 
To be Co lodg'd ! the thought is extafy, 
Who woiild not wifh in paradife to ly ? 



The Faithful Shepherd. 

Tone, jfuld langfyne, 

WHEN flow*ry meadows deck the yeaTf . 
And fporting lambkins playi 
When fpangl'd fields renewed appear» 

And muhc wak'd the day ; 
Then did my Chloe leave her bow'r. 

To hear my am'rous lay, 
Warm'd by toy love fhe vow*d no pow% 
Shoa'd lead her heart aftray. 

The warbling quires from ev'ry bough. 

Surround our couch in throngs, 
And all their tuneful art beftow, 

To give us change of fbngs : 
Scenes of delight raj foul pofTefsM, 

I ble{s*d, then hugg'd my maid; 
1 rob*d the kiffcs from her breaft» 

Sweet as a noon- day's fkade. 

Joy tranfporting never fails 

To fly away as air. 
Another fwain with her prevails 

To be as falfe as fair. 
What can my fatal paiCon care ?. 

1*11 never woo again ; 
All her difdain I mud endurct . 

Adoring her in vaio* 
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What pity *tis to hear the boy 

Thus fighing with his pain ; 
But time and uorn may give him joy, 

To hear her figh again. 
Ah! fickle C^^(r, be advird, 

De not thyfelf beguile, 
A faithful lover fkould be priz'd. 

Then cure him with a fmile. 



To Mrs. S. H. €n her taking fomething 

ill I /aid. 

■* 

Tune, Hallono E%/n. 

WHY hangs that cloud upon thy brow ? 
That beauteous heav'n ere- while ferene I 
• Whence do thefe ftorms and tempefts flow, 
Or what this gud of paflion mean ? 
And mud then mankind lofe that light. 
Which in thine eyes was wont to (hine, 
And ly obfcure in endlefs tiight, 
Tor each poor iilly fpeech ot mine \ 

Dear child, how can I wrong thy name» 
Since 'tis acknowledged at all hands. 
That could ill tongues abufe thy fame, 
Thy beauty can make large amends : 
Or if I durft profanely try 
Thy beauty's powerful charm? t' upbraid^ 
Thy virtue well might give the lie. 
Nor call thy beauty to its aid. 

For Fenus ev*ry heart t' enfnare. 
With all her charms has deckt thy face^ 
And Pallas^ with unufual care. 
Bids wjfdom heighten ev'ry grace, 
Who can the double pain endure j 
Or whe^muft not ref^a the field v 



S O ir G S. ij 

To thee, cdeftiil xnaid, fecure 

With Cupids s bow, and Pallas* fhield ! 

If then to thee fuch paw'r is given. 
Let not a wretch in torment live. 
But fioaile, and learn to copy heaven, 
Since we muft fin ere it forgive. 
Yet jfMt]rins heaven not only does. 
Forgive th' offender and th' o£fence» 
But even itfelf appeasM beftows, 
As the reward of penitence. IL 

The Br$om £/*Cowdenknows« 

HOW Myth ilk morn was I to fee 
The fwain come o'er the hilll 
He fldpt the bum, and iew to me : 
I met him with good will. 

i/fe Broom, the bonny bonny broom. 

The broom ^Cowdcnknows j 
/ wjh I nuere tuith my dear fwain^ 
With his pipe and my e*ws. 

1 neither wanted ew nor lamb. 

While his flock near me lay : 
He gathered in my (beep at nightf 

And chear'd me a' the day. 
O the broom, &c. 

He tunM his pipe and reed fae fweet, 

The birds ftood lift'ning by : 
Ev*n the dull cattle ftood and gaz'd, 

Charm'd with his melody. . 
C the broom, &c. 

While thus we fpent our time by tums^ 

Betwixt our flocks and play ; 
I envy'd not the faireft d^me, 

TIio' ne'er fae rich and gay. 
C the broom, &c. 
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Hard fate that I fhou'd banifhM be^ 

Gang heavily and inoumy 
Becaufe I lov'd the kindeft fwaia 

That ever yet was bom* 
the br§om^ ^c. 

He did oblige me ev*ry hour, 

Cou'd I but faithfu' be ? 
He (law my heart : CouM I refiife 

Whatever he aik'd of me ? 
th4 broonif &c. 

My doggie, and my little kit 

That held my wee foup whey, 
My plaidy, broach^ and crooked ftick. 

May now ly ufelefs by, 
the broom, &c. 

Adieu, ye Ciiwdenknonus^ adieu. 

Farewell a* pleafures there ; 
Ye gods, reftore me to my fwain. 

Is a* I crave or care. 
the brocPty ths bonny bonny broontf 

The broom ^Cowdenknows ; 
/ 'ivijh I nvere nuith my dear fwain ^ 

With bis pipe and my ews. S. R. 
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Tune, Invijh my Love *mert in a Mirei 

O Lovely maid J how dear's thy pow'r ? 
At once 1 love, at once adore : 
With wonder are my thoughts poffeft, 
While foftcft love infpires my breaft. 
This tender look, thcfe eyes of mine, 
Confels their am'rous mafter thine j 
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llefe eyes ^th Strephmfj paffioa phi7» 
' IFlrft msdce me love, and then betray. 

Yes, channiag Tidor, I am thine. 
Poor as it is, this heart of mine 
Was never in another's pow*r. 
Was nerer pierc'd by love before. 
In thee I've treafur'd up my joy, 
Thou canft give blifs, or blifs deftroy ; 
And thus I've bound myfelf to love, 
While blifs or milery can move. 

O Iheuld I ne'er pofTefs thy charms^ 
Ne'er meet my contort in thy arms ; 
Were hopes cf dear enjoyment gone. 
Still woi^d I love, love thee alone. 
But, like fi>me difbontented (hade 
That wanders where its body's hid. 
Mournful Fd roam with hollow glare. 
For ever ezil'd from my fair. L. 

XIpm bearing bis Figure was in Chloe^« 
Breaji. 

Tune, The Fourteenth o/06iohtT. 

YE gods ! was StrephofCs pidure bleft 
With the fair heaven of Chloe's breaft*? 
• Move fofter, thou fond flutt'ring heart. 
Oh gently throb,-^oo fierce thou art. 
Tell me, thou brighteft of thy kind, 
For Strephon was die blifs defign'd ? 
For Strephof^s fake, dear charming maid, 
^. Didft thou prefer his wand'ring (hade I 

\ And thou, bleft (hade, that fweetly art 

^y Lodged fo near my Chk^i heart, 

|[ * For me the tender hour improve, 

if. And foftly tell how dear I love. 
f Vofc. I. D 
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Ungrateftil thing ! it fcoms to hear 
its wretched inafter*s ardent pray'r, 
Ingroffing all that beauteous heaven* 
That Cbloej lavifb maid, has given. 

I caanot blame thee : Were I lor^ 
Of all the wealth thofe breads afford^ 
Yd be a mifer too, nor give 
An alms to keep -a god alive. 
Oh fmile not thus, mj lovely fair. 
On thefe cold looks, that lifelefs are. 
Prize him whofe. bofom glows with fire* 
With eager love and foft defire. 

♦Tis true thy charms, O powerful maid, 
To life can bring the filent {hade : 
Thou canft furpafs the painter^s art, 
Anid real warmth and flames impart. 
But oh ! it n^'er can love like roe, 
Fvcever lov'd, and lov'd but thee : 
Then, charmer, grant my fond requeft. 
Say thou canft love, and make me bleft. 

Song for a Serenade. 

Tune, The broom </Cowdcnknows. 

TEACH me, Chl^e^ how to prove 
My boafted flame fincere : 
'Tis hard to tell howN dear I love* 
And hard to hide my care. 

Sleep in vain difplays her charms. 

To bribe my foul to reft. 
Vainly fprtads her filken arms, ^^ 

And courts me to her breaft. 
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Where can Strepbon find repofe. 

If C/Si;?^ is not there? 
For ah V no peace his bofom knows, 

When abfent from the fair. 

"Whatvho* Pbahu from on high 

Widi-holds his chearful ray. 
Thine eyes can well his light fupply, 

And give me more than day. L. 

Love is the Caufe of my Mourning. 

BY a murmuring ftream a fair (hepherdefs lay, 
Befo kiad, O ye nymph?, I oft-times heard her 
Tell Strepbon I die, if he pafles this way, (fay, 

And thai Uve irih9 caufi'ofmy mourning. 
Falfe (hepherds, that tell me of beauty and charms, 
Youdective me, for Strephon^s cold heart never warms $ 
Yet bring me this Sirephon^ let me die in his arms^ 
W Strefmon ! thi eaufeofniy mourning. 

But firft, faid (he, let me go 

Dr5wnto the (hades below, , 

E*er ye let Strephon know 

ITiat I have loV'd him fo : 
Then on my pale cheek no blu(hes will (how 
That love tuas the caufe of my mourning. 

Her eyes were fcarce clofed when Strephon came by* 
He thought (he'd been deeping, and fbftly drew nigli; 
But finding her breathlefs, oh heavens ! did he cry. 
Ah Chloris \ ^he caufe of my mourning. 
Redore me my Chloris^ ye nymphs, ufe your art. 
They (ighmg, reply*d, 'twas yourfelf (hot the dart. 
That wounded the tender young, (hepherdefs' hearty 
And Idll^d the poor Chloris ^uiith mourning. 

Ah then is Chloris dead. 

Wounded by mc ! he fard ; 

I'll follow thee, chafte maid, . 

Down to the (U^t (hade. 
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Then on her cold fnowy bread leaning his kead» 
J^xpir* d the poor Strcphon wi/^ mourning. X« 

jT^ Mrj. A. H. Qti feeing her at a Concert. 

Tunc, The honniefllafs in a* the Warld. 

LOOK where my dear HamilU fmiles^ 
Hamilla! heavenly charmer; 
See how with all their arts and wiles 

The Loves and Graces arm her. 
A bluih dweUs glowing on^er chi^eks^. 

Fair feats of youthful pleafures. 
There love in fmiling language fpeaksj^ 
There fpreads his rofy treafures. 

© &ireft maid, I own thy pow*r», 

I gaze, I figh, and languiih^ 
Yet ever, ever will adore, , 

And triumph in tny anguHh* 
But eafc, O charmer, eafe my care,. 

And let my torments move thee \^ 
As thou art faircft (tf the fair^. 

So I tbedeareftJove thee.. :». C» 

The Bonny Scot. 

Tune, The BMt'fnan. 

YE gales, that gentl)r wave the fca^ 
And pleafetne canny boat-mati}, 
Bear me frae hence, or bring to me 
My brave, my bonny 6Vo/-*-man : 
In haly bands 
We join'd our ha&d«» 



YUmxj not this diicover, 

IVlule parents rate 

Alargeeftate, 
Before a faitbfu' lover. . 

But I loor chufe in Highland glens 
To herd the kid and goat — ^man^ 
E'er I conld ftr fie little ends 
Refnfe my bonny <SV)0f— man. 

Wae worth the man 

Whafirft began 
The bafe ungenerous fafliioQ^ ^ 

Frae greedy views 

Love^art to ufe> .* 
While (hangers to its paflzon. . 

Frke foreign fields, iiiy lovely youth, 

Hafte to thy longing lafiie. 
Who pants^o prefs thy bawmy mouthy* » 
And in her bofbm hawfe thee. ' 

Love gies the'wovdr 

Then nafte on board. 
Fair winds and tenty boat*man, , 

Waft o'er; waft o'er . i 
» Frae yonder fliore,: ". 
Hy blytbe, my bonny ^^/-— ^man* ^ • 

SCORKFU* Na^SY* 

To' iff bnjjn Ttme^ 

NAN-ST»S to the Green Wood gznt^ . 
To hear the Go^dfpink chatt'rihgy >» 
And mUie he lias followed her. 

To gain het love by flatt'ring x 
But a' that he could fay or do. 

She geck'd and ftomed* at him ; : 
And ay when he began to woo. 
She ta d c him mind wha gat hin>^ ?• 
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What ails ye at my dad> quoth bc». 

My minny or my aunty ? 
With crowdy mowdy they fed mC|. 

Lang kail and ranty tanty : 
With bannocks of good barley- meal^ 

Of thae there was right plenty. 
With chapped ftotks fou butter'tf welljfe. 

And wasvua that right dainty ? 

Although my father was nae lairdy. 

'Tis daffin to be vaunty, 
He keepit ay a, good kail-yard» 

A ha' houfc and a pantry : 
A good blue bonnet on his head^ 

An owvlay 'bout his cragy; 
And ay until the day he dy'd, 

Hcradt on gdod.flianks nagy.. 

Now wae and wander on your fnout^ 

Wad ye hae honnj Nanjy ^ 
Wad ye compare yc'r fell to me^ 

A docken till a tanfie ? 
I have a wooer of my ain. 

They ca' him fouple Safftfyf 
And well I wat his bonny mou'' 

Is fweet like fugar- candy. 

Wow, Nanfy^ what needs a' this^ din J. 

Do I not ken this Sandy ^ 
Fm fure the chief of a' his kin 

Was Rah the beggar randy :. 
His minny Meg upo' her back 

Bare baith him and his billy ; 
Will ye compare a nafty pack 

To me ytHir winfome Willie ? 

My gutcher left a ?ood braid fword^ 
Though it be aiud and rufty^ 

Yet ye may tak it on my word. 
It is baiith ftout suotd truHy y 
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And If I can bat g^ it drawn,. 

Which will be right uneaiyt 
I lliali lay baith mj lugs in pawn^ 

That he (hail get a heczy. 

Then ?lanfi tum'd her round about,. 

And£ud, Did Samfy hear ye, 
Te wadna mifs to get a clout, 

I ken he difna fear ye : 
Sae had ye'r tongue and fay nae maii;^ 

Set fomewhcrc elfe your fancy 
Tor as lang^s Sandfs tn the fore^ 

Ye never (hall get N^nfy. 
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TtxntfTbeKirk^adktmebe. 

TIS I have fcven braw new gowns^ 
And ither fcven better to mak. 
And yet fin* a' my new gowns, 

My wooer has tumM his bade 
Befides I have feven milk-kye. 
And Sandy he has but three ; 
And yet for a' my good kye^ 
The ladxe winna ha^e me. 

My dadie's a delver of dykes. 

My mither can card and fpin,. 
And i sun a fine fodgel lafs, 

And the filler comes linkan in ; 
The fillar comes linkan.in. 

And it is fou fair to lee. 
And fifty times wow ! O wow^ 

Vbat ails tke bib at me ^ 
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Vfhtn ever otir Saty docs bark,' 

Then fail to the door I rin, 
To fee. gin ony youn^ipark 

Will li^t and venture but in t 
B«^ never a an^ wilLcome in» 

Though mony a ane gaes by, , 
Syne far ben the houfe I rin; 

And a weary wight am L . 

When I was at my firft prayers, , 

I pray'd but anes i' the year, 
I wiih'd for a handfome young laj, . 

And a lad With muckle ge^r. 
When I was at my neift pray'rs, , 

I pray'd biit now and than, 
I fiiih'd na my head ^out gear, . i 

If I get a Imdfome young man* - . 

N6w when I'm at my laft pray'rs', , 

I pray on baithnight and day, , 
And O ! if a beggar wad come, , 

With that feme beggar . I'd gac. 
And O ! and whatll come o' me 1 : 

And O I and what'U I do ? 
Xb^i fic a braw lailie as 1 

Should die for a wooer I trow*. . 

LtJ c K Y Nans Y. . 

Tuiie, Dainty, Davy. . . 

WHI LH fops ia-iaft Italian verfe, . 
Ilk fair ane's een and breaft reh^arfe^ --, 
While fangs abound and fenCe is fcarce, 

Thefe lines I have indited ; > 

But neither darts nor arrows here, . 
Venus T^or Cupid (hall appear. 
And yet with thefe fine founds Ifwtar> . 

The maidens are delighted. 
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t naat ay telling you^ 
Lucky Nanfy, lucky Namfy, 
Auldff rings nuad ding the nevfp 
Bmt ye tvad never tro^ me-, 

Not (iiaw with cnmfon will I mix* 
To ipread upon my laffie'iB cheeks ; 
And fyne th^ unmeaning name prefix^ 

Miranda^ Cbloe^ or Phillts. 
f 11 fetch nae fimile frae Jovt, 
My height of extafy to prove^ 
Nor fighing— thus — prcfcnt my lore 

With rofes eek and lilies. 
/■UMT/ tty telling you^ &C 

Bnt ftayy— I had amaid forsot 
My miftrefs and my fang to boot. 
And that^s an unco' faut I wat ^ 

But Nanfy 'tis natf matter. 
Te fee I clink my verfe wi' rhymc» 
And ken ye» that atones the crime ; 
Torby, how fweet my numbers chymc^ 

And Aide away like water. 
I 'wax ay telling you^ &C. 

Now ken, my reverend fonfy fair» 
I'hy rankled cheeks and lyart hair» 
Thy half (hut een and hodling air> 

Are a' my paflion's fewel. 
Nae fkyring gowk, my dear, can f«e» 
Or loTC) or erace» or heaven in thee v 
Yet thou hatt charms anew for me| 
Then fmile, and be na cruel. 

JLeeze me on tby fnanay p§^^ 

Lucky Nanfy, lucky Nanfy, 

Drieft 'mocd 'will eitheji lona^ 

And Nanfy fae ivillye no'w. 

TVoth I have fung the fang to you^ 
WUcb ne'er anither bard wad do ;. 
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Hear then my charitable vow, 

De«ir venerable Nanfy. 
But if the warld my paflion wrang. 
And fay ye only live in fang, 
Ken I defpife a fland'ring tongue, 

And fing to pleafe my fanfy. 

Leeze me on th^y &c. Q^ 

A SCOTS CANTATA. 

The Tune after an ItaUan Manner. 
Compofed by Signior Lorenzo BocChs. 



B 



Recitative. 

LATE JoAnm faintly teld fair Jean his mind; 
^ _ Jeany took pkafure t© deny him lang ; 
He thought her fcom came frac her heart unkindt ^ 
Which gart him in defpair tune up this (ang. 

Air. 

bonny lafHe, fince 'tis fae. 
That I'm defpis'd by thee, 

1 hate to live, but O I'm wae. 

And unko fweer to die. 
Dear Jeany^ think what dowy hours 

I thole by your difdain ; 
Ah I Oiould a breaft fae faft as yours. 

Contain a heart of ftane ^ 

Recitative. 

Iliefe tender notes did a' her pity move, 
With melting heart fhe tiften'd to the boy ; 
Overcome (he fmil'd^^uid promis'd him her love.;: 
H« iarecom thus £mg hi4 riiing joy. 
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Hence firae my bread, contentious care» 

Ye'vc tint the power to pine ; 
My Jeany% good, my Jeanf^ fiiir. 

And a' her fweets are mine. 
O fpread thine arms,- and gi'e me fowth 

Of dear enchanting blifs, 
A rhouiand joys arouifd thy mouth 

QV^ heaven with ilka kiie. 

The Toast. 

Tune, Sanu ye tnj PE GOT. 

COME let's ha*e mair wine in, 
Bacchus hates repining, 
Vtnus loves nae dwining. 
Lei's be bly th and free. 
Away with dull. Here t'ye, Sir; 
Ye're miftreis, RobU^ ci'es her. 
We'll drink herliealch wi' pleafurc, 
Wha's belov'd By thee. 

Then let Peggy warm ye. 
That's a lafs can charm ye. 
And to joys alarm ye. 

Sweet is fhe to me. 
Some angel ye wad ca' her. 
And never wifh ane brawer. 
If ye bare-headed faw her 

Kiltet to the knee* 

PEGGT a dainty lafs is. 
Gome let's join our glaffes^ 
And refrefli our haufes 

With a health to thee. 
Let coofs their caih be clinking, 
iBe (fatefmen tint in thinkings 
9^tle we with love and drmking, 

Give jOur cares the lie. 
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« 

Magie's Tochen 

To its ain Tune. 

THE meal was dear fliortfync. 
We buckl'd us a' the gither ; 
And Magie was in her prhne. 
When IVtilie made courtftip till her 4 
Twa piftals chare'd beguefs, ' 
To gie the courting fhot ; 
And fyne came ben the lafs, 
Wi' fwats drawn frae the butt. 
He firft fpecr'd at the guidman, 
And fyne at Giks the mither, 
An ye wad gi's a bit landy 
We'd buckle us e'en the gither. 

My doughter ye (hall hae, 
i'll gi' you her by the hand ; 
But 1*11 pirt wi' my wife, by my fae. 
Or I part wi' my land. 
Your T©chcr it fall be good. 
There's nane fall hae its raaikf 
The lafs bound in her fnood. 
And Ch/tmmie who kens her (lake : 
With an auld bedden o' claithsi 
Was left me by my mither. 
They're jet black o'er wi' flacs 
Ye may cudle in them the gither. 

Ye fpeak right well» gutdman. 
But ye maun mend your hand» 
And thinlc o' modefty. 
Gin ye'll not quat your land : 
We are but young, ye ken. 
And now we're gaw'n the gither, 
A houfe is butt and benn. 
And CrummU will want her fotlter. 
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The bairns are coming on. 
And they'll crj, O their mither I 
We hare noather pat nor pan. 
But four bare legs tbegither. 

Your tocher's be good enough, 
For chat ye need na fear, 
Twa good ftilts to the pleugh, 
And ye your fell maun fteer : 
Ye (hall hae twa good pocks 
That anes were o* the nvecl, 
llie tane to had the grots. 
The ither to had the meal : 
With ane auld-Jcift-made of wands. 
And thatiall be your coffer, 
Wi' aiken/woody bands. 
And that may had your tocher. 

Coafider well, guidman. 
We hae but borrow'd gear. 
The horfe that I ride on 
-Is Sani^ WilfotCs mare : 
The ladle's nane of my atn. 
An' that's but borrow'd boots. 
And whan that I gaeliame, 
I maun take to my coots : 
The cloak is Ceordy Watfs^ 
That gars me look fae croufe ; 
Come fill us a cogue of fwats. 
We'll make na mair toom rufe. 

I like you well, young lad. 
For telling me fae plain, 
I marriedwhen little I ha4, 
0' gear that was my ain. 
But Im that things are fae. 
The bride flic maun come furth, 
Tho' a' the gear fliellliac. 
It'll be but little worth. 

Vol. I. E 
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A bargain it maun be, • 

Fy cry on Giles the mithcr : 

Content am I^qno' (he, 

E'en gar the.iii(Iie come hither. 

The bride fhe gade till her bed, 

The bridegroom he Cfumc iill her ; 

The fidler crap in at the fit. 

An' they cudl^d it^'-ihegtth.cr. . Z 

• SONG. 

Tsce, Blink cvBr the Murn^ fuueet Bettt. 

L^JE A VE kindred and friends, fweet Bettj^ 
Leave. kindred and friends for me : 
Aflur'd thy fervant is fteddy 

To love, to honour, and ihce. 
The gifts of -nature and fortune 

May fly by chance as they came ; 
They're grounds the deftinies fport oii> 
But virtue is ever the fame. 

Altho' my fancy were roving. 

Thy charms fo heavenly appear. 
That other beauties difproving, 

I'd worlhip thine only, my deai*. 
-yflLnd fiiou'd life's forrows embitter, 

^The pleafure we promi^'d our loves. 
To fliare them together is fitter. 

Than mpan afunder, like doresw 

Oh ! were I but once fo blefled, 

To gfafp my love in my arms ! 
By thee to be grafp'd and kifled. 

And live on thy heaven of charms ? 
I'd laugh at fortune's caprices, 

Shou'd fortune cjipricious prove ; 
Tho' death fhou'd tear me tio picceSf 

I'd die a mau-tyr to love. 
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SONG. 

THinc, T6f bonny grey-efd Morring. 

CELESTIAL mufcs, tune your lyres, 
Grace all my raptures with your Liys, 
Charmingy enchanting Kate infpires, 
In lofty founds her beauties pndl'e.; 
How undefigning fhc difplays 
Such fcenes as ravifh with delight ; 
Tho^ brighter than meridian rays, 
They dazzle not^ b«t pkafe the fight. 

Blind god, give this, this only dart, 
I neither will nor can her harm, 
Iwould'bat- gently touch her heart. 
And try for once if that cou'd charm. 
Go, Fenus^ ufe your favorite wile, 
As (he is beauteous, make her kind. 
Let all your graces round her fmile 
And footh her till I comfort find. ^ 

When thus, by yielding, I'm o'erpaid. 
And all my anxious cares remov'd, 
la jQoviog. notes Til tell the maid, 
' With what pure lafting flames I Ibv'd. 
Then (hall alternate life and death, 
M7 rarifh'd fluttering foul po(refs, 
ThcfofteatCHd'reft things I'll breath, 
Sttwixt each am'rous fond careis. O. 

SONG. 

Tunc, TXif^ww^Cowdenknows. 

SUBJECTED to the pow'r of love, 
By NeWs refi(ilefs charms. 
The fancy fixt no more can rovei 
Or fly foft love's alarms* 
E 2 
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Gay Damon had the fkiU to fliua 

All traps by Cupid laid, 
Until his freedom was undone 

By AT^// the conquering maid. 

But who can ftand the force of love, 

When (Kie refolves to kill ? 
Her fparkling eyes love's arrows prove, 

And wound us with our will. 

O happy Dafnofti happy. fair. 

What Cupi-i has ijeg^an. 
May f«itthful Hymen take a care. 

To fee it fairly done. O. 

SONG. 

Tune, Logan Water. 

Vitas hinnuleo me Jtmilist Chloe. 

TELL me, H amilla ^ ItW me why 
Thou'doft-from him that loves thee ma J- 
Why from his foft embraces fly, 
And all his kind-endearments ihun ? 

So flies theyr/Tt;», with fear opprefs'd,.t 
Seeking its mother ev'ry. where,. 
1 1 darts at ev'ry empty blaft. 
And trembles when no danger's near. 

And yet I keep thee but in view. 
To gaze the glories of thy face, 
Not with a hateful (lep purfue, 
. As age to rifle every grace. 

Ceafe then, dear wildnefs, ceafe. to toy, 
Bnt hafte all rivals to outfittn^, . 
And grown mature, antltipe for joy, 
Leave mama's arms, and come Xf>:mint.' W.' 
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A South-Sea Song. , 

Tune, For our lang Ming here. 

WHEN we came to London town, 
We dream'd of gbwd in^owpens hcrC;; 
And rantinlf ran np and down. 
In riling ftocks to buy a (kair : 
We daftly thoiight to row in rowth,- 
But for our damn paid right dear^ • 
The lave will fare the war in troutfi, 
liir our lang biding here. t 

But when we find our purfcs toom. 
And dainty ftocks began to fa% 
We hang our lugs, and wi' a |loom 
Girn'd at ftockjtbbing ane and a*. 
If ye gang near the South- Sea houfei 
The whillywha's will grip your gear. 
Sync a' the lave will fare the war^ 

For our lang biding here* ' 

Hap me with thy Petticoat. 

OBELL, thiy looks have killed my heart, 
I pais the day in pain, 
When night returns I fed the imart> . 

And wifli for thee in vain, 
Pm ftarving in coldj while thou art wahn > - 

Have pity and iacliae^ , . 

And grant me for a hap that charm- 
ing petticoat of thine. 

My ravifii'd fancy in aniaae, 

Stiil wanders o'er thy charms, - 
Belufive dreams ten thoufahd way^^.^ 

JBliigfent thee to my arms. 
E3 
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But waking think what I endth-Cj 

While cruel you decline. 
Thofc pleafurcs, which can only cure* 

This panting breaft of mine* 

I faint, I fail, an^ wildly rove, 

Becs^ufe you ftill deny 
The jiftft reward that's due to.love. 

And let true paflion die. 
Oh ? turn and let compaffion fcize . 

That lovely brcaft of thine ; 
TJiy petticoat could givemccafc,^ 

If thou and it were mine. 

SuiH* heaven has fitted for delight 

That beauteous form of thine. 
And tb^u^ft too good its law to fllghty^ 

By hind'ring the defign. 
May ^11 the pow'rs of love agree. 

At length to make thee mine, 
Or loofe my chains, and fet me free/ 

From ev'ry charm of tbine. 

A ' A - -^ -J-^ A A A Ju aTa au a ut ut A tnt trt iff tU -tfit nf A'iifi i 

Love inviting, Rj^a/on*^ 
* 
Tune, — Cl>am ma cbattUy ne dmejkar mi. 

WHEN innocent paftime our plearfurc.did crown, 
Upon a green meadow, or under a tree,, 
Ei'cr Annie became a fine lady in town, 

Hcrw lovely and loving and bonfty was fhe ? ; 
Roi3z;e up thy reafon my beautifu' Annie^ 

Let> ne'er a new whim ding thy fancy a jee—^ 
O ! as thou art bonny, be faithfu' and canny. 
And fay<iur thy Janus wha doats upon thee* 
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Does the death of a lintwhite give jfnw'e the fplecnf 

Can tjning of trifles be uneafy to thee ? 
Can lap-dogs and monkies draw tean frae thefe ecD^ 

That IdoIl with indiff'rence on poor dyidg me i 
Roufe up thy reafon, my beautifu' jfnnie^ 

And dinna prefer a paroquet to me ; 
! as thou art bonny, be prudent and cany^ 

And think on thy yame wha doats upon thee* 

Ah ! fhoulda new manto or Flanders lace head» ■ 

Or yet a wee cottie«. though never iae fine, 
Gar th'ee grow forgetfu% and let his heart bleed,' * 

That anes had fome hope of purchafmg thine I 
Ronze up thy reafon, my beautifu' Anmc^ 

And dinna prefer your flregaries to me ; 
! as thou art. bonny, be folia and cany. 

And tent a trtte lover wha doats upon thee. 

Shall a Parts edition of new fangle Sany^ 

Though gilt o'er wi* laces and fringes be be» 
By adonng himfelf» be admir'd by fair Annie^ 

And aim at thefe benifons promisM to me ! • 
Kouze up thy reafon, my beautifu' jimicy 

And never prefer a light dancer to me ; 
! as thou art bonny, l^ conftant and cany,. 

Love only thy Jatme wha doats upon thee. 

! think, my dear charmer, on ilka fweet hour. 

That Aide away fafily between tliee and roej 
E'er fquirrels, or beaus, or fopp'ry had powet 

To rival my love and impofe upon thee. 
Rouiie up thy reafon, my beautifu' Annie^ 

And let thy defires be a' center'd in me ; 
O! as thou art bonny, be faithfu* and cany. 

And love him wha*s langing to centre in thee» 
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The B<XB 9f DUMBLANfi. 

LAS S ( £» lend me your braw hemp' heckt^. 
And PU knd you iny thripling kax&e t ^ 
For fuinnefs, deary, 1*11 gar ye keckle, . 
If yc'll go dance the Bob. ofDumhlaTte. 
Hade ye, gang to the ground of your trunkle^ « 

Bu(k ye braw and dinna think (bame ; 
Confider in time, if leading of monkies 

Be better than dancing the Bcb of Dumblanet:^ 

Be frank, my laflie, left I grow fickle, • 

And take wry ifrord and offer agatn j 
Syiie ye may chance to repent it mickle. 

Ye did nae accept of the Boh of Dt/tmhlane, 
T{ie dinner, the piper, and prieft (hall be readf^ 

And Vta grown dowy with lying my lane, . 
Away then, leave baith minny and dady. 

And try with mc the Bob-ofDumhlane, 

V 

Song, Compiaining of Abfence. 

Tune, MyApron^ Dpary. 

AH Chhe! thoju treafure, thoujoyof my'breaft. 
Since I parted from thee, Pmti ftranger tarefi* : 
1 fly to the grove, there to languiih and mourn. 
There figh for my charmer, and long to return. 
The fields all around me are finiUng and gay, . . 
But they fmilc all in vain— my Chloe^j away : 
The 4eld and the grove can-afford mc no eafe,— - 
But bring me my Chloe^ a defart will pleafe. 

No virgin I fee that my bofom alarms, ~. 
Vin cold to the faireft, though glowing vnth'charm^ 
In vain they attack me,. and fparkle the eye ; 
Theft are not the looks of my Cbkef I cry. 
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ft looks where bright love, Jike the fun». fitf ea^ 

thron'dy 
'. finiliog diffufes his influence ronad» 
u thus I firil viewM thee, my charmer, amat'd^ 
5 gaz'd thee with wonderland lov'd while I gaz'dL 

Q» then the dear fair one was ftill in my Hffht^ 
as pleafare all day, it was rapture all night } 
now by hard fortune rcmovM from my fatr^ 
cret I languish, a prey to-deipair, 
ibfence and torment abate not my flame, 
':^6lc^f ftiU charming^ my paflion the fame ; 
^ould fhe preferve me a place in her bread* 
i al»fence would pleafc me^ for I would be ble(L 
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Tune, / /xV my Fancy on her. 

RIGHT Cynthia's power divinely grea(^ 

What fatart is not obeying ? 
ouiand Cupsd*s on her wait, 
in her eyes are playing, 
(eems the queen of love to reign^; 
(he alone difpenfes 
1 Iweets as beft can entertain . 
guft of all the ienfes. 

er face^axl^Mtnin;: profpe^ brln^Si 
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SONG* 

Tune, ./ /ooV a honny Lady* 

TELL me, Wll 'me," charming creature,' 
Will you never cafe my paia ? 
Muft I die for ev'ry feature \ 

Muft I always lova ia vaia \ 
The defire of admiration 

Is the pleafure you purfue ; 
Pray thee, try a lading pafllon. 
Such a love as mine for you» 

Tears and fighing could not move you ; 

For a lover ought to dare: 
When I plainly told I lov'd you. 

Then you faid I went too far. 
Are fuch giddy ways befeeming \ 

Will my dear be fickle ftill? 
Conqweft is the joy of women, * 

Let their flaves be in^at they will. 

Your ncglefl: with torment fills me, 

And my deip'rate.thougKts increafe ; 
Pray, confider, ifyoukiU rae> , 

Y6u will have a lover lefe. 
If your wandering heart is beating 

For new lovers let it be : 
But when you have done coqueting» 

Name a day, and fix on me. 



The R E F LT. 

IN vain, fond youth; thy tears give o*er;r 
What more, alas ! can Flavia do f 
Thy truth I own, thy fete deplore : 
All are not happy that are tru^ 
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: Sapprefs thofe iighs, and weep no more ; 

Should heaven and earth with thee combine^ 
'Twere all in vain, fmce any power. 

To crown thy love» maft alter mine. 

But if revenze can eafe thy pain^ 

I'll footh the ills I cannot cure» 
Teli that I drag a hop>ele(s chain. 

And all that I infli^ endure. X, 



jTJ^ rofe in Yarrow. 

Tune, Mary Scot. 

^nr% WAS fummer, and the day was fair, 

X Refolv'd a while to fly from care. 
Beguiling thought, forgetting forrow, 
I wandePd o'er the braes oflTarronu ; 
Till then defpifing beauty's power, 
I kept my heart, my own fecure ; ^' 

But Cupid* s art did there deceive me* 
And Marji^s charms do now enclave me. 

Will cruel love no bribe receive ? 
No ranfom take for Mar/s (lave I 
Her frowns of reft and hope deprive mr; 
Her lovely fmiles like light revive me- 
No bondage may with mine compare. 
Since firft 1 faw this charming fair : 
This beauteous flower, this rofe of Tarrow^ 
In nature's gardens has no marrow. 

Had I of heaven but one requeft, 
I'd aik to ly in Marfs breaft ; 
There would I live or die with pleafure. 
Nor fpare this world one moment's leifure ; 
Defpifing kings and all that's great, 
I'd fmile at courts mA courtiers fate j 
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M7 joy complete on fuch a marrow, 
I'd dwell with her and live on Tarro*w. 

But tho' fuch blifs I ne^er fiiould gain. 
Contented ftill I'll wear my chain, 
In hopes mj faithful heart may move her,; 
For leaving life PU always k>ve her. ' 

What doubts diftradt alovex's mmd ? 
That breaft, all foftneis, muft prove kindj 
And (he (hall yet become my marrow, 
The lovely beauteous rofe of Tarrow. Cr 



T^sJtJiySf^tmx 



The Fair Penitent. 
A S O HG,--^To its aim Tunc. 

A Lovely lafs to a ftiar came 
To confefs in a morning early, 
Jn njjhati my dear^ art thou to blame ? 

Come o*wn H alienee rely. 
•I've done, Sir, what I dare not name, 
With a lad that loves me dearly. 

The greateft fault in myfelf I knovsv 

Is what I now difcover. 
7henyou to Romey^r that muft go^ 

There dlfcipUne tojitffer. 
Lake a day. Sir ! it it muft be fo. 

Pray with me fend my lover. 

No^ moy my dear you do hut dream^ 

We* II have no double dealing ; 
£ut ifnuith me you* U repeat the fame 

r II pardon your pafl failing. 
I muft own. Sir, tho' I bluih for (hame. 

That your pennancc » prevailing. 
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The lafi titn^l'came o^er the Modr, 

TH E lad time I came 6*er the moor, 
I left mj loYe liehiiid me, 
Ye pawcrs ! what pain do I endure, 

When foft ideas mind me ? 
Soon as the mddy morn difplaf'd 

The beammg day-enfuin^, 

1 met betimes my lovely maid, .. 

In fit retreats for wooing. 

%Bea|h the ctfcdrag (hade we lay. 

Gazing and chaftely (porting ; 
We icifsM and promised time away, 

Till night ipreatf her black curt^n. 
I pitied -alu beneath the fkies, 

Ev'n kings whea fhe wis nigb me ; * 
'In raptures I beheld her eyes. 

Which could but ill deny me. 

Shou'd I be cdBM where camnons roar, 

Where mortal fteel may wound me ; 
Or caft upon fome'foreign (kore, . 

Where dangers may furround me : 
Yet hopes again to fee my love, 

To feaft on glowuig'kifles, 
Shall make my cares at diftance move^ 

In profpeA of fuch blifies. 

•In all my foul there's not one place 

To let a rival enter : 
Since (he excels in every grace. 

In her my love (hall center. 
Sooner the ftas (hall ceafe to flow. 

Their waves the Alps (hall cover. 
On Greenland ice (hall rofes grow, 

Before I ceafe to love her. 

Vol. I. F, 
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Tbe next time I go o'er the moor 

She (liall a lover find mc : 
And that my- fairh is firfn and pure, 

TTio' i left her behind me ; 
Then Hpnen^s facred bonds ihall chain 

My heart to her fair bofom, 
There, while my being does remain, 

My love more frefl\ ihall blofTom. ' 

The lafs 2f Patie's MilL 

THElaf$ofP^//<r'i mill, 
So bonny, blyth and gay. 
In fpite of all my (kill, 
Hath ftole my heart away. 
When tedding of the bay 
Bare-headed on the green, 
Love 'midft her locks did play, 
And wanton'd in her een. 

Her arms, white, ronnd and fmooth, 
Breads rifing in their dawn. 
To age it would give youth. 
To prefs them with his hand. 
Thro' all my fpirits ran 
An extafy of blifs, 
When 1 I'uch fweetnefs fand 
Wrapt in a balmy kifi. 

Without the help of art, 
Like flowers which grace the wild, 
She did her fweets impart, • 
Whene'er (he fpoke or fmil'd. 
Her looks they were fo mild, 
Free from affe<^ed pride, 
She me to love beguil'd, 
I wilh'd her for m^ bride. 
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had I all that wealtli 
EoptouT^s high TDOunuins fill» 
Infur'd long life and health, | 
And pleafurcs at 1117 will ; 
Td promife and fufil» 
That none but bonny flie, 
The lafs of Patie's mill, 
Shou'd (hare the fame w? me. 

GREEN^ SLEEVES. 

YE watchful guardians of the fair, 
Who (kiS on wings of ambient air« 
Of my dear Delia take a care, 

And reprefent her lover 
With ?J1 the gaiety of youth, 
With hononr, ju(^ice, love and truth ; 
Till I return, her paflions footh. 
For me in whiipcrs move her. 

Be careful nobafc fordid flavc. 
With foul funk in a golden grave, . 
Who knows no virtue but to fave. 

With glaring gold bewitch her. 
Tell her, for me.fhe was defign'd, 
For me, who know how to be kind. 
And have mair plenty in my mind. 
Than one who's ten times richer. 

Utzll the world turn upfide down, 

Aud fools run an eternal round, 

In queft of what can ne'er be found. 

To pleafe their vain ambition. 
Let little minds great charms efpy, 
h Ihadow* which at diftance.ly, 
Whofe hop'd for pleafure, when come nigh, - 

Prove nothing in fruition. 

i F « 
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But caft lato a mold divinef 
Fair Delia does with luftre (hine. 
Her virtuous fouPs an ample mine^ 

Which yields a confbmt treafure. 
Let poets in fublimeft lays, 
Employ their (kill lier fame -to raife ; 
Let fons of muilc pafs whole days. 

With weUrtuaM roeds to j^eafe herjr. 



TAe TelloW'hatr* d Laddie. - 

IN jlprtly when primrofes paint the f^eetpUih^' . 
And fummer approaching rejoiceth the fwain ; • 
The Yello^w- hair* d Laddie would often^ times go 
To wilds and deep glens where the hawthorn trees grow. 

There, under the fhade of an old facred thorn, 
With freedom he fuiig hiiT loves ev'ning and morn : ' 
Ke fang with fo faft and inchanting a found. 
That Silvans and Fairies unfeen danc'd d1x)und. 

The fhepherd thus fun^, Tho* young Maya be ffaA^ 
HeV beauty is dall>'d with a fcornfu* proud air; . * 
But ^ufte was handfome, and fweetly could (ing. 
Her breath like the breezes perfum'd in the fpring. 

That Madi^ in all the gay bloom of her youth. 
Like the moon was inconfiant, and never fpoke truth: 
But Siijie was faithful, good-humour*d and free. 
And f^ir as the Goddefs wh'o fprung from the fea. 

That mama's fine daughter with all her great dow*i>. 
Was aukwajrdly airy, and frequently fowr : 
Then, fighmg, he wifhed, would parents agree. 
The witty fweet Sufte his jniftrcfs might be. . 
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N A N NT-^O. 

WHILE fomc for plcafurc pawn their healiBy - 
'Twixt Lah and the Bagnio^ 
I*U favc myfelf, and without fteahh^ 
Kifs and careis mj N^ny^^O. 
She bids more fair t*^ engage a Jove 
Than Leda did or Danae — O. 
Were I to paint the queen of love. 
None elfe flionld fit but Nanny-^O, - 

How joyfully my fpixits rife. 
When dancing fhe moves finely— O, "^^ 
I gucfs what heaven is by her eyes, 
Which fparkle fo divinely-^O. 
Attend my vow, ye gods, while 1 • 
Breathe in the bleft Britannia, > 
None's happinefs I fhall envy, v 
As long'siyc.grantme Nanny^^^. '^ 

CHGR US. 

jf/ffhonny^ bonny Nanny— O, 
My lovely charming Nanny— O* . 
J care not though the 'world krmit 
£hfw dearly I love Nanny— O. 

•Aaj >A«^ «^ rtifciftiVtii1rtirtk>t>fti1rtit4iriHirtirt Jifc ift ^ ifti 

^w^^^^w^ ^V^^W^ ^* ^ ^T ^^ ^^ ^*^ ^^ ^* ^'^ ^^ »* ^K ^^ ^^^^^i^m ^w^w^ 

Bonny Jean. 

LOVE'S Goddefs in a niyrtle grove. 
Said, Cufidy bend thy bow with fpeel 
Nor let the ihaft at random rove, 
For Ji^tfffy*/ haughty heart muft bleed. 
The fmiling boy, with divine art. 
From Puphos fliot an arrow keen. 
Which flew, unerring, to the heart, 
Aad Iriliy the pride of bonny Jean. • 
F3> 
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No more the nymph, with haudity air, . 
Refufes /T/Vy/ Icmdaddrefsj 
Her yielding blulhcs flicw no cafe, . 
But too much fondneis to fupprefs... 
No more the youth is fullen now,., 
But' looks the gaycft on the green, 
While every day he fpics fome ifew 
Surprifing charms in bonvij'Jea?i». 

A thoufand tranfports crowd his brcaft^. 
He moves as light.as fleeting wind, 
His former forrows feem a jeft, 
litw when his ^eof^y is tum'd kind : 
Riches he looks oh with difdain, 
The glorious fields of war look mean ; 
The chiearful hound and horn give pain>^. 
If abfent from his bonny Jean, 

The day he fpends inam'rous gaze, 
Which even in fummer fhortcn'd feems ;, 
When funk in downs, with glad amaze. 
He wonders at her in his dreams. 
All charms difclosM, (he looks more bright 
Than-7r<7y'/ prize, the Spartan queen, . 
With breaking day,.he lifts his fight, .. 
And pants to be with bonny ^ean. 

^ Throw Jhe Wood Laddie, 

O Sandy J why leaves thou thy N^fy to monm ? 
: Thy prefence cou'd eafe me, 
When naething can pleafe me : 
Now dowie I figh on the banks of the burn. 
Or thmw the wood> laddie^ until thou retU2:n« ^ 
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Tbo' woods now^ are bonny, and mornmgs are dear. 

While lav'fbcks are (inging, .. 

And primrofeft fpriaging ; 
Yet naae of them plea&s mj eye or my ear^ 
Whea throw the wood, laddie, ye dinna appear/ 

Xhat I am foriaken, fome fpare not to tell : 

I'm fafli'd wi* their fcoming, ^ . 

Baith erening and morning ; * 
Tlierr jeeringtffaes an to my^eart wP a knell. 
When throw ue wood^laddie, I wander mj felL - 

Then ftay, my d6sLr Sandy j nae langer away. 

But quick as an arrow, . 

Hafte here to thy marrow, 
Wha's living in langour, till that happy day, ( play. . 
When throw the wood, laddie, we'll dance, fing and 

^tSX »\ ^^' v^ C y ^i sgQK^ 

Dozvn the Rum Davie. 

WHEN trees did bud, and fields- were green^ • 
And broom bloom'd fair to fee ; 
When Mary was complete fifteen. 

And love laugh'd in her eye : 
Blyth Dav/s bluiks her heart did move 

To fpeak her mind thus free, ... 
Qang domm the hum^ l)avie, love^ 
And I Jhall follonu thee. 

Now Davie did each lad forpafi^^ 

That dwelt on this bum fide. 
And Mary was the boiuiieft lafs, 

Juft meet to be abride ; 
Her cheeks were rofie, red and white^ 

Her ecn were bonny blue ; 
Her looks were like Aurora bright^ 

Her Uqs like dropping dew. 
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As down the burn thef took their waji . . 

What tender tales they iatd ! 
His cheek to her's he ait did laj^ 

And with her bofom play'd ; 
Till baitb. at length impatient grown, . 

To be mair fully blcft. 
In yonder rale they lean*d them down ;^ . 

Love only ikw the reft. - 

What pafs'd, I guefs, was harndefs plaj^^ 

And naething fure unmeet ; 
For, ganging hame, I heard them fay^ v 

They lik'd a wawk fae fweet ; 
And that they afcen (hon^d return ^ 

Sic pleafurc to renew. 
Quoth Mary^ Love, I lite the burn, -^ 

And ay (hall follow you. C. ' 

S ON G. 

Tunc, CUder Roj. . 

AH! Chhrts, cou'd I now but fit ■■ 
As unconcem'd, as when 
Your infant beauty cou'd beget 

No happinefs nor pain. 
When I this dawning did admire, ^ 

And praiPd the coming day, 
I little thought that rifing fire, 
Wou'd take my reft away. 

Your charms in harmlefs childhood la J5^- 

As metals in a mine. 
Age from no face takes more awaj> : 

Than youth conceal'd in thine : 
But as your channs infenfibly 

To their perfedlion preft ; 
So love as unperceiv'd did^y, 

Ajid centet'd m my brcail. 



i 
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Wj pafliott with your beauty grew. 

While CupU at my heart, 
Still as his mother favoured you. 

Threw a new flaming dart : 
Each gloried in their wanton part ; 

To make a lover, he 
Employed theutmoft of his art^-^ 

To make a beauty, (he. 

SONG. 

Tunc, The yellonu'baif^d Laddie. 

YE (hepherds and nymphs that adorn the gayplain^ 
Approieh frontyourfportsandattendtomy ftraia;^ 
Am6ngft all your number a lover fo true. 
Was ne'er fo undone, with fuch blifs in his view- 
Was ever a nymph fo hard hearted as mine ? 
She knows me fmcere, and (he fees how I pine ^ | 
She does not difdain me, nor frown in her wrath| . 
But calmly and mildly ref igns me to death. 

She calls me her friend, but her lover denies : 
She (miles when I'm-chearful, but hears not my (ighsi 
A bo(bm fo flinty, fo gentle an air, 
In(pires me with hope, and yet bids me defpair ! 

I fall at her feet, and implore her with tears : 
Her anfwer confounds, while her manner endears ; 
When foftly (he tells me. to hope no relief. 
My trembling lips blcfs her in fpite of my grief. 

By night, while I (lumber, ftill haunted with care, 
Iftart up in*aneui(h, and figh for the fair : 
The fair (leeps m peace, may (he ever do fo ! 
AndvOn>y when dieaning imagine my wo. 
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Then gaze at a iiQiSOice, nor farther afpire^ 
Nor think fhe fhou'd love, whom (he cannot admire | 
Hufh all thy complaining, and dying her flave. 
Commend her to hearen, and tbyfell to the grave* 
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TunCp Whtnjht came lenjhe Med- 

GOME, fill me a bumper, my jolly brave hoys. 
Let's have no more female impert'nance and nbiie^ 
For Pve. try'd the endearments and pleafures of love. 
And I find they're but noriienfc and whimfies by J'bww 

When firft of all Betty znd I were acquaint, 
L whinM like a fool, and (he figh'd like a faint : - 
But I found her religion, her/ace, and her /«?vr. 
Were hypocrify^ painty 2xA felf int^ refty by Jove. 

Sweet Cecil came next with her langutQiiBg air^ .. 
Her otttjide was orderly, modeft and fair ; 
But herfiuk ^^ fophijiicate, fo was her love^ 
For 1 found fhe was only 2iftntmpet by jfove^ 

Little double gilt Jenny ^s gold charm'd me at laCft : 
(You know marriage and money together does beft.) 
But the baggage forgetting her venus and her love^ 
Gave her gold to zfnivUing dull c$xcotftbj by Jove. 

Come fill me a bumper then, jolly brave boys ; 
Here's a farewell to female impert'nence and noife r 
I know few of the fex that are worthy mj love ; 
And iorjirumpets ioidjiltf, I abhor thcmi, by Jove^ 

Li*. 
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Dumbarton Drums. 

DUMBARTON'S Drums beat bonny O, 
When they mind me of mj dear J^bnnj O, 

How happy ttn I, 

When my foldicr is by. 
While he klfles and bliire£ his ^my Ol 
'Tis a foldier alone can delight me O, 
For his graceful looks do invite me O : 

While guarded in his arms, 

I'll fear no wars alarms, 
Neither danger nor death (hall e'er fright me 0» 

My lore is a handfome laddie O, 
Genteel, but ne^er foppifh nor gaudy O : 

Though commiilions are dear. 

Yet I'll buy him one this year ; 
Tor he fhall ferve no longer a cadie O. 
A foldier has honour and brav'ry O, 
Unacquainted with rogues and their knav'ry O : 

He minds no other thing 

But the ladies or the king ; 
For every other care is but flav'ry O* 

Then Y\\ be the captain's lady O ; 
rarcwell ill my friends and my daddy O ; 

I'll wait no more at home. 

But I'll follow with the drum. 
And whene'er that beats I'll be ready O. 
DuntbartoTfs Drums found bonny O, 
Ihcy are fprightly like my dear Johnny O : , 

How happy Ihall 1 be, 

When on my foldier's knee. 
And he kiiTes and blifles his Anny 1 

AuLD Lang Syne. 

SHOULD auld acquaintance be forgot. 
Though they return with fears I 
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Thcfe arc the noble hero's lot^ 

ObtainM in glorious wars : 
Welcome, my Varo, to my brcaft, 

Thy arms about me twine, 
And make me once again as bleft. 

As I was lang fyne. 

IVIethinks around us oxveaeh boughf 

A thoufand Cupid* s play* 
Whilft through the groves I walk with 70% 

Each objea makes, me ^sgr : 
Since your return the fun and moon 

With brighter beams do fhine, 
Streams murmur foft notes while they rtiOf 

As they did lang^ fyne. 

Defpife the court and din of date.; 

Let that to their fhare fall. 
Who can efteem fuch flav'ry great> 

While bounded like a ball : 
But funk inlove, uponjmy arms 

Let your brave head recline. 
We'll pleafe ourfelves .with mutual cTiarms, 

As we did lang fyne. 

O'er moor and dale, with y our gay friend. 

You may purfue thexhacc, 
And, after a blythe bottle, end 

All cares in my embrace : 
And in a vacant rainy day 

You fliall be wholly mine ; - 
We'll make the hours run fmooth away. 

And laugh at lang fyne. 

The hero, pleaPd with the fweet air, 

And figns of gen'rous love. 
Which had been uttcr'd by the fair, 

Bow'd to the pow'rs above r 
Next day, with confent and glad hade. 

They 'pproacK'd the facred Ihrinc i 
Where the good prieft the couple ble^. 

And put them out of pine. 



IL 
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The Lafs of Livingston. 

PAINED with her flighting Jamie's love, 
5r// dropt a tear — Bell dropt u tear. 
The Gods ickfccnded from above, 
Well pleaTd-to hear — well pleaf'd to hear. 
They heard the praifes of the youth 
Prom her own tongue — from her own tongue^ 
Who notir converted was to truth, 
And thus fhe fung — and thus Ihe fung : 

Bleft days when our ingenious fe;r. 
More frank and kind— niore frank and kind. 
Did not their lov'd adorers vex ; 
Butfpoke their mind — but fpokc tlieirinind. 
Kepenting now, ihe promif 'd fair, 
Wou'd he return — wou'd he return, 
She ne'er again would give him care, 
Or caufe hiaiTnourn— or cai;bre him mourn. 

Why lov*d I thee, deferving fwain, 
Yet ftill thought fliame— yet Sill thought fhame, 
When he my vielding heart did gain. 
To own my flame— to own my Same ? 
Why took I pleafure to torment, 
And feem too coy — and fcem too coy ? 
Which makes me now, alas \ lament 
My flighted joy— imy flighted joy. 

Ye fair, while beauty's in its fpring. 
Own your defire— own your defire. 
While love's young pow'r with his Ml wing 
Fans up the fire— fans up the fire, 
O do not with a filly pride. 
Or low defign — or low defign, 
Refufe to be a happy bride. 
But anfwer plain— but anfwcr plaia* 

Vol. I. . G 
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Thus the fair mourner waJl'd her crime. 
With fk)wing eyes — with flowing eyes. 
Glad Jamie heard her all the time. 
With Ivyeet furprife— with fweet furprifc, 
Some God had led him to the grove ; . 
His mind unchanged-- his mijid unchang'd^ 
Flew to her arms, and cry'd, My lovCf 
1 aoi rcveng'd— rl am rcvcng'd ! 

' Pe G G Y I iriuft love tlicc^ 

AS from a rock paft all relief, 
The fbipwreck'd Colin fpying 
His native foil, o'ercoiqc with grief. 

Half funk in waves, and dying : , 

With the next morning fun he §lef ... 
A (hip, Ti:bich giVes.jxnhop'd furpriife;. • . . ; i 
New life fprings up, he lifts ^his ^ycs . 
With joy, and waits her motion. 

So when by ker whom long I lov^ln 

I fcorn'd was, :^n4 dcferted, 
Low with dcfpatr my fpirits mov'J, 

To be for ever parted.: 
Thus droopt I, till diviner grace 
I found in Peggy* s •inind and face ; 
Ingratitude appea^dlthen bafc. 

But virtue more engaging. 

Then now fince happily I've hit, 

I'll have no mojt del ay rag ; 
Let beauty yield to manly wit. 

We lofc ourfelvcs in flaying : 
I'll hufte dull ccurtlhip to a clofe, 
Since marriage can my fears oppofe : 
Why fhould wc happy minutes lofc, : . v. 

Since, Peggy^ I muil love thee. 
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IJen may be fooUfli if they plcafc. 

And deem't a lover's duty, 
To figh, and facrificc tlieir eafc, 

Doating on a proud beauty : 
Such was my cafe for many a year. 
Still hope fuccceding to my fear, 
Falfc Beti/j charms now difappcar, 

Since Pfggy*jfzTontShmz them. 

Eessy Bell and Ma&y Grav. 

OSafi Bell and Mary Gray^ 
They arc twa bonny laifes. 
They bisg^d a bower on yon bura-brae| 

And dieek'd it o'er wi' rafhefs. 
F^ Beffr Bell I looM yeftreen, 

And thought I ne'er could alter; 
Bnt Mary Grains twa pawky een, 
ISiey gar my fancy falter. 

Now Bejffs hair's like a lint-tap ; 

She fmiles like ^May morning. 
When Pi&(P*«/ ftarts frae Thetis^ lap-. 

The hills^ with rays adorning : 
White is her neck, faft is her hand. 

Her wade and feet's fu* gentv ; 
With ilka grace (he can command ; 

Her lips, O wow \ they're dainty. 

And Mary^s locks are like a craw. 

Her een like diamonds glances ; 
She's ay fae clean redd up aiid braw. 

She kills whene'er {he dances : 
Byth as a kid, with wit at will, 

She blooming, tight, and tall is ; 
And guides her airs fae gracefu' ftill, \ 

>v<r, (he's lie thy Pallas 
G % 
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Dear Be0 Bell and Mary Gray^ 

Ye unco fair opprefs.us ; 
Our fancies jec between you twait; 

Ye aie fic bonny laifes : 
Wae's me for baith I canna gct,- 

To ane by law we're ftenced ; 
Tiiea ril draw cuts, and take roy fatc^ 

And be with ane contented. 

riL never leave tbee*- 

JOHNNT. 

THO' for feveti years and mair, honcmr^lhdu'i 
reave me. 
To fields where cannonsroar, thou need na grieve th^; 
For deep in my fpiritsthy fweets are indented ; 
And love fhall preferve ay what love has imprinted. 
l:eave thee, leave thee, I'll never leave thee, 
Gang the warld as it will, deareft, beheve me* 

NELLT. 

O Johnny^ I'm jealous whene'er ye difcover 
My fentiments yieldmg, ye'll turn a loofe rover r 
And nought i' thewarld wad vex my heart fairer^ 
IK you prove unconftant,. and fancy ane fairer, 
irrieve me, grieve me, oh, it wad grieve me ! 
A' the lang night and day, if you deceive me^ 

JOHNNT. 
My Ntlly, let never fic fancies opprefs ye. 
For while my blood*!* warm, I'll kindly carefs ye: 
Your blooming fafir beauties firft beeted love's fire. 
Your virtue and wit make it ay flange the higher. 
l-.cave thee, leave thee, Pll never leave thee, 
Gang the warld as it will, deareft, believe me, 

NELLY. 
Then, Johnny I frankly this minute allow ye 
To think me your miftrsfs, for love gars me trow jt% 
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AnS gin you prove faufc, to your fell be it feid then, 
Te'Il win but fma' honour to wrong a kind maideO' 
Reave me, reave me, heavens ! it wad reave me 
Of my reft night and day, if ye deceive mc. 

yOHNNT. 
Bid icefbogles hammer red gauds on the ftuddy. 
And fair fimmer mornings nae mair appear ruddy^ 
Bid Britons think ae gate, and when thty obey yei 
But never till that time believe Pll betray ye. 
Leave thfcc, leave thee, I'll never leave thee ; 
The ftams fliall gang witherfiiins e'er I deceive thee. 

My pearyy if you die. 

LOVE never more (hall give me ^^ifiy 
My fancy's lix*d on thee ; 
Nor ever maid my heart Aiall gain^ ■ 

■ My Peggy f if thou die. 
Thy beautfei did fuch pleafure ghre> 

Thy lote*s fo true to me t 
Without thee I (hall never llve^ 
My deary» if thou^ie. 

If fate (hall tear thee* from my breafi. 

How (hall I lonely ftray ? 
In dreary dreams the night I'll wafict * 

In fighs the filent day* 
I ne'er can fo much virtue find* 

Nor fuch perfedfcion fee : 
Then ril renounce all women- kind^ '•• 

My Peggy i after thee. 

No new blawn beauty fires my heart 

Witli Cupid's raving rage. 
But thine which can iuch>fweets impart^ -> 

Muft aH the world engage. 
Twas this that like the morning fun '. 

Cave joy and life to me f 
G3 
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And wKcn its deftih'd day is dbne^ '> 

With Peggy let me die. 

Ye powers jtjiat fmile on virtuous love^. 

And '\^ fl^ch pleafure fliarc 5 
You who^its faithful flames approve^ 

With pity viSw the fair, 
lleftore my Peggy^s wonted charms, 

Thofe charms fo dear to me ; 
Chi never rob them from. thofe arms : 

rm loft if P^^^^ die.. C, 

My Jo Janet. 

SWEET. Sir, for your courtefic. 
When ye come by the Bafi then,: 
For the love ye bear to me. 

Buy me a kecking glafe then.. 
Keek into the dranuivdly 

Janet, J^net ; 
jfnd there ye* li fee your bonny feli^ 
My y(? Janet. 

Kecking in the draw well clear, 

WhatifllhouMfaMn, 
Sync a my kin will fay and fwear, 

I drqwn'd my fell for fin. ^ 

Had the better be the brae^^ 
Janet, Janet; 
Had the better be tbp braey 

My Jo Janet.^ 

Good Sir, for your Qourtcfie \ " 

Coming through Aberdeen then, " ' ^ " ' , 

For the love ye bear to me, 

Buy me a-pair of ftioon then. 
Clout the auldy the n^nv are dear^ 

Janet, Janet ; 
^b'^a'tr may gain you ha^fa year^ 
My Jo Jantt. * 
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But what If dancing on the green. 

And (kipping like a mawking, 
If they fhould fee my clouted ihoon> 

Of me they will be tanking. 
Dance ay laigh^ and late at e^cKf 

Janet,. Janet; 
Sjne (C their fauts wUm befien^ . 
My Jo Janet. 

Kind Sir, for fOMX conrteiie. 

When ye gae to the crofs then^ 
For the love ye bear to me, 

Bny me a pacing horie then. 
Bice upo*" your fpinning-'viheelt 

Janet, Janet ; 
Ptice upo* your /pinning "nvheel^ 
My Jo Janet. 

My fpinning- wheel is auld and t6Sf 

The rock o*tr winna (land, Sir, 
To keep the temper- pin in tiff. 
Employs aft my hand^ Sir, , 
Make the hefi d't that ye cam 
Janet, Janet ; 
But Hkcii never nuaie a man^ 
My Jo Janet. 

& O N G. 

Tone, John Anderfon my Jo. 

W'H ATTBcans this nicenefs now of latc^. 
Since time that truth doth prove ; 
Stich diftance may confdl v^ith (late. 

But never will with lojue. 
*Tis either cunning pr difdain 
That does fuch ways allow; 
Ikbe firft is bafe, the4a(tis vain : 
Mitj neither happen you. 
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For if It be to draw me on^ 

You over- aft your part ; 
And if it be te have me goae» 
You need not ha*f that art : 
For if you chance a look to caftf 

That feems to be a frown, 
PU give you all the love that's paft, > . 

liie reft fhall be my own. 



Ai^LD Rob Morris-. •. 

MITHER. : 
M 
J\ He's the ] 



A VlijyRoh Morris that wins in yon glen, (mettt 
' e king of good fellows, and wale of aulct 
Has fourfcore of black fheep, and fourfcore too ; 



Auld Rob Morris is the man ye matin loo. T 

POUGHTER. 
Ha'd your tongue, mitheF, and let that abee^ 
For his eild and my ctld can never agree : 
lljey'll never agree,^^nd that will be feen ; . 
For he is fourfcore, and I'm but fifteen. 

MITHER. 
Ha'd your tongue, doughter, and lay by your pride. 
For he's be the bridegroom^ and yc^s be the bride : ^- 
He (hall ly by your iide, and kifs ye too ; 
Auld ^03 Morris is the man ye maun loo. 

DOUGHTER. 
Avid Rob Morris I ken him fou weel. 
His a it fticks out like ony p^t-creel. 

He's out-fiim'd, in-knee'd, and ri^le-ey'd too| 
Auld Rob Morris is the man I'll nrer loow 

MITHER. 
Though auld Rob Morris be an elderly maii» . 
Yet his auld brafs it will buy a new pan ; 
Then, doughter, ye fhouldna be fo ill to (bod. 
Tor auld Rob Morrit is the man ye znaun }oo» 
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DOUGHTER. 
But auld Roh Morris I never will hae. 
His back is fac ft iff, and his beard is grown gray : - 
1 had titter die than live wi' him a year; 
Sae mair of Rob Morris I never wiU hear. Q^ 

SONG. 

Tune, Come kifs nuith mey come clap nxHth me^ 6cc^ 

PEGGr. 

MY y^ciyblyth, for whatthou*ft dottc> 
There is nae help nor mendix^ ; 
For thou hall jogg'd me out of tonci 

For a* thy fair pretending. 
M7 mither fees a change on me» 

For my complexion dafhes, 
And this, alas ! has been with thee 
Sae late amang the ralhes^ 

JOCKT. 
My Peggy, what I've faid Til do^ 

To free thee frae her fcouling j 
Come then and let us buckle to,, 

Nae langcr let's be fooling. 
For her content I'll inftant wed, 

Since thy complexion dalhes ; 
And then we'll try a feather- bed, 

Tis fafter than the rafhes. 

i PEGGY. 
Then, Jocky^ fincfithy love's fo true,.. 

Let mither fcoul, I'm cafy : 
Sae langs I live I ne'er fhall rue 

For what I've done topleafe thee. 
And there's my hand I's ne'er complain ; 

Oh ! well's me on the rafhes ; 
Wheae'er thou likes I'll do't again^ 

Aixd a fig for a' their dalhcs. Z^" 
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SON G.. 

, Tune, Ratbes^s Lament i or^ Pink^^hot^ 

AS iSy/v/^ in a foreftilay, 
To vent her woe alane ; 
H^r fwain Sylvantbr came that way,- 

And heard her dying moan^ 
Ah 1 is my love (fhe faid) to you 

So worthlefs and To vain : . 
Why is your wonted fondnefs noir 
Converted tQ difdain I 

You vow'd the light fliou'd darkneis tttri^ 

E'er you'd exchange your love ; 
In (h'ides now may creation mours^ 

Since you unfaithful prove* 
Was it for this I credit gave 

To ev'ry oath you Twore ? 
But ah ! it fcems they moft deceiver^ 

Who moft our chariQs adore* 

^Tis pliaun your drift was all deceit^ 

The pradice of mankind : 
Alas ! I fee it, bat too late. 

My love had made me bllnd^ 
For you, delighted I could ^t ; 

But oh! with grief Tmlill'd, 
To think that credulous,, conftant I 

Shou'd by yourfelf be killM. 

This faid— all breathlefs, fickand paie^ 

Her head upon her hand, 
She found her vital fpirits fail, 

And fenfes at a (land. 
Sylvander then began to melt : 

But e'er the word was given. 
The heavy hand of deathihe felt, 

A^ iigh'd ber foul to he^ven^- Pi, 
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TheOToung Laird and Edinburgh Katy^ 

NO W wat j-e wha 1 met ycftrcen. 
Coming down the ftrcet my jo ? 
My miftrefs in her tartan fcrecn, 
Few bonny» braw and fweet my jo. 
My dear, quoth I, thanks to the nighty 
That never wifht a Idver in» 
Knee ye're out of your mither's Hght, 
Let's take a yr^uk up to the bilL' 

Katyy wiltu' gang wi* me. 
And leave the dinibme town a while : 
The bloflbm*s fprouting frae the tree,, 
And a' the fummer's gaw'n to fmile : 
The mavis, nightingale, and lark, 
The bleeting lambs, lind whiftliitg hyn4. 
In ilka dale, green , fhaw and park. 
Win nourifli health, and glad y«ur mmd. 

Soon as the clear goodman of day. 
Bends his morning drauc;ht of dew. 
We'll gae to fome burn- fide and play, 
And gather flowers to bulk your brow : 
Well pou the daifies on the greetJ, 
The lucken gowans frae the bog : 
Between hands now and then we*U kiaiB) 
. And fport upo* the velvet fog. 

There's up into a pleafant glen, 
A wee piece frae my father's tow'r, 
'A canny, faft and f{pw'ry den. 
Which circling»birks have form'd a bowV : 
Whene'er the fun grows high and warm. 
We'll to the cauler jQiade remove. 
There -will J lock thee in mine arm, ' ^ y.- 

And4ov« and kiis, and klfs and leve. ' 
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Katy's Answer* 

MY mither's ay glowran owrc inc> 
Though fhe did the fame before xne ; 
I canna get leave 
To look to my loove^ 
Or elfe fhell be like to devour me. 

Right fain wad I take your offer. 

Sweet 6iT, but 1*11 tine my tocher» 
Then Sandy, ye^ll fret, 
And wytc your poor Kafe^ 

Whene'er ye keek in your toom coffer. 

For though my father has plenty. 
Of filler and plenifhing dainty. 

Yet he's unco fweer, 

To twine wi' his gear ; 
And fae we had need to be tenty. 

Tutor my parents wi' caution^ 

Be wylie in ilka motion .; 

Brag well o' your land. 
And there's my leal hand. 

Win them, I'll be at your devotion. 

Mary ^S c o t« 

HAPPY'S the love whicTi meets retunit 
When in ibft flames fouls equal burn ; 
But words are wanting to difcover ^ 

The torments of a hopelefs lover. 
Ye regifters of heav'n, relate, 
If looking o'er the rolls of Fate, 
Did you there fee me mark'd to marrow 
Maty Scot the £ower of Tarrcnvf 
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"Ah no ! her form's too heavenly falf, 
Her love the Gods above mud (lure ; 
While mortals with defpair explore lier. 
And at diftance dae adore her. 
O lovely maid ! my doubts beguile. 
Revive and blefs me with a fmlle : 
Alas \ if not, you'll foon debar a 
Sighing fwain the banks of Tarronx), 

Be hufh, ye fears, Til not defpair. 
My Marfs tender as lhc*s fair | 
Then I'll go t^l her aU mine anffuiAy 
She IS too good to let me langutlh : • 

Widi fuccefe crowned, I'll not envy 
The folks who dwell above the flcy ; 
When Mary Scot^j become my marrow. 
We'll make a paradife in Tarroiu. 



O'er Bogie. 

IP^ill awa* tvi* my lovcy 
I will a*wa' nvi* her. 
Though a* my kin hadfiucm andfaidf 

Ptlo^er bogie nu? her. 
If I can get biit her confent, 

I dinna care a ftrae ; 
Though ilka ane be difcontent, 
* Awa' vw' her 111 gac. t 

IniiiUa^a*f &c. 

For now fhe's miflrefs of my hear^ 

And wordy of my hand. 
And well I wat we (hanna part 

For filler or for land. 
Let rakes delight to fwcar and drink- 

And beaus admire fine lace, 
But my chief pleafure is to blink 

On Bettfs bonny face. 
Inutll ataa^^ j^c. 

Vol. I. H 
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There a' the beauties do coxnbine. 

Of colour, treats and air, 
The faul that fparkles in her een 

Makes her a jewel rare : 
Her flowing wit gives (hining life 

To a' her other charms ; 
How blcft I'll be, when /he's my wife, 

And lock't up in my arms ! 

There blythly will I rant and fing. 

While o'er her fweets I range, 
I'll cry, your humble fervant, king. 

Shame fa' them that wa'd change. 
A kifs of Betty and a fmile, 

A'bcit ye wad lay dowfl 
The right ye hae to Britain\ iile. 

And oflFer me your crown. 
Iiuiliaijua^y &c. 



G^er the Moor to Maggy. 

AND ril o'er the Moor to Maggy ^ 
Her wit and fweetnefs call mc, 
Then to my fair I'll fhow my mind, 

Whatever may befal me. 
If (he love mirth, I'll learn to fing : 

Or likes the Nine to follow, 
I'll lay my lugs in P Indus* fpring. 
And invocate Appollo, 

If ftie admire a martial mind, 

ril (heath my limbs in armour ; 
If to the fofter dance mclin'd. 

With gayell airs I'll charm her : 
If (he love grandeur, day and night, 

I'll plot my nation's glory, 
rind favour in my prince's fight. 

And fliinc in future ftory. 
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Beauty can wonders work with cdCc, 

Where wit rs correfponding ; 
And braved men know bed to pleafc. 

With complaiHince abounding. 
My bonny Mag^U love can turn 

Me to what (hape flie pleafes, 
If in her breaft that flame (hall bum, 

Which in my bofom blazes. 



^'«^^'^e^ 



PoLWAaX ON THE C R E E N. 

AT Polwart on the green 
If you* II meet me the mam. 
Where lajfes do convene 

To dance about the thorn, 
A khidly welcome you (hall meet 

Frae her wha likes to view 
A lo?er and a lad complete. 
The lad and lover you. 

Let dorty dames fay Na^ 
As lang as e'er they pleafe» 
Seem caulder than the fnaw. 
While inwardly they bleeze 5 
Bat I will frankly fliaw my mind. 

And yield my heart to thee ; 
Be ever to the captive, kind, 

That langs na to be free. 

At Polnuart on the green, . 
Amane the new- mawn hay. 
With langs and dancing keen 
We'll pafs the heartfome day. 
At nighty if beds be o*er thravg laidt - • 

And thou he tiuin^d efthinc^ 
Thoujhalt he nvelcome^ my dear lady 

To take a part ofvi'me. 

H 2- 
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John Hay's Bonny Lailie. 

By fmooth winding Tay a fwain was reclinia£^, 
Aft cry'd he, Oh hey ! maun 1 ftiU live pining 
My fell thus away, and darna difcover 
To my bouny Hay that I am her lover ? 

Nae mair it will hide, the flame waxes flrongeF^ 
If (he's not my bride, my days are nae langeri 
Then I'll take a heart, and try. at a venture. 
May be, e'er we part, hiy vows may content her. 

She's frefh as the Spring, and fweet as Aurora^ 
When birds mount and fing, bidding day a good-mor« 
The fward of the mead enamelM with daihes, (row, 
Looks withered and dead, when twin'd of her graces. 

But if (he appear where verdures invite her, 
The fountains run clear, and flowers fmell the Tweeter: 
'Tis heaven to be by, when her wit is a flowing. 
Her fmilcs and bright eye fet my fpirits a glowing; 

The mair that I gaze, the deeper I'm wounded ; 
Struck dumb with amaze, my mind is confounded s 
] 'm all on a fire, dear maid, to carefs y e. 
For a' my defire is Hafs bonny laffie. 



Catharine Ogie. 

AS walking forth to view the plain. 
Upon a morning early, 
While May^s fwcct fcent did chear my braiUj^ 

From flow'rs which grew fo rarely : 
I chanc'd to meet a pretty maid. 
She fhin'd though it was fogic ; 
X afk'd her name : Sweet Sir, fhe faid. 
My name is Catharine O^iff* 
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I 'ftood a while and did adinire> 

To fee a nymph fo (lately ; 
So bri^L an air there did appear 

In a countnr maid £> neatly : 
Such natural iWeetnefs (he difplaj'df 

Like a lily in a bogie ; 
A'tfim'/ &lf was ne'er arrays ' 

Like this fiune Catharine Ogie. 

Thoa'flowV of females, beauty's queent 

Who (ees thee, fure muft prize thee ; 
Thomgh thou art dreft in robes bat mean. 

Yet thefe cannot difguife thee^ 
Thy handfome air, and graceful look. 

Far excels any clowniih rogte ; 
Thoa'rt match for laird, or lord, or duke. 

My charming Catharine Ogie, 

were I but ibme (hepherd fwain ! 

Td feed my flock beiide thee, 
At boughtingtime to leave the plain;^ 

In milking to abide thee ; 
Pd think myfelf a- happier man, , 

With Katcy my club, and dogie, . 
Than he who hugs fats thouiknds ten^- 

Had I but Catharine Ogie. 

Thxjk Pd defpife th' imperial throne, 
. And ftatefmens' dangerous Rations : 
Pd be no kmg, I'd wear no crown^ 

I'd finite at cosqu'ring nations : 
IGdbt I carefs and ftill pofleft . 

This lals of whom I'm vogie ; 
For thefe are toys and 0»11 look lefsf 

Compar'd with Catharine Ogie. 

Jut I fear thejGods have not decreed'*" 

For me fo fine a creature, 
Vhofe beauty rare makes her exceed ■ 

•AIL dtjier woriu in nature. 
H 3 
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Clouds f>f dcfpair fiirround my love,. 

That are both dark and fogie :. 
Pity mytcafe, ye powers ahove, 

£Ue I. die for Catharine Ogi^ 

An tbou wert ftty. ain Thing* 

OF race divine thou needft muft be» 
Smce nothing earthly equals thee ; . 
VoT heaven'& fake, oh !^ favour me. 
Who only, lives to love thee. 
^n tbeu njjcrt tny ain things 
I 'would lave ihiet I. Msjmifd love tbie$: 
An thoU' nvert my ain things 
H^njj dearly njjould I kve thee ! 

The Gods one thing peculiar have». 
To ruin none wliom they can fave ; 
1 for their fake fupport a flave. 
Who only lives to love thee. 
jin tbou iverti Sec- 

To merit I ik> claim can make. 
But that I love and for your fake. 
What man can name Pll tmdertakey 
So dearly do I love thee« 
An tiowwertf 8cq. 

Hy paflion, conftant as the. fun, . 
"Flames ftronger ftill> will ne*er have ddne 
"Ell Fates my thread of life have fpun. 
Which breathing out TU love thee^ . 
jifLthou^ertf^CR.. 
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Like 1>ees tBat (uck the morning dew, 
- frae flowers of fw^eteft fcent and beWf 
Sac wad I dwell upo' thy mou, 
And gar the Gods envy me. 
jin thou luertf &c. 

Sae lang's I had the ufc of light* 
rd on thy beauties feafl my "ght, 
Syne in faft whifpers through the nighty 
rd tell how much 1 loo'd thee. 
jin thou ivert, itc. 

How fair and ruddy is my yeant 
SbcmoYCt a Goddefs o'er the green ; 
Were I a king, then ihouldft be queco^ . 
Nane but niyfel aboon thee. 
Antb9U nvcff, &c. 

I'd grafp thee to this breaft of mine^ 
Whuft thcUy like ivy, or the vine, 
Aronnd my ftronger limbs fhouM twitte^ 
Form'd hardy to defend thee* 
jiM thou mterti &c. 

I^ime's on the wing, and will not ftay^ . 
la (hining youth let's make our bay^ 
%ice love admits of nae dekiy> 
O let nae fcom undo thee. . 
An thau nvert^ &C. 

While love does at his altar ftand, 
Hae, there's my heart,, gi'e me thy han^ 
And, with ilk fmtle, tho fhalt command . 
The will of him wha loves thee^- 
AnJbwnffertfScc. 



Xp B O It G 9. 

There* s my Thumhril ne^er beguile thee^ 

MY fweeteft May^ let love incline thee, 
T*^ accept a heart which he dcfigns thee j. 
And, as your conilant Cfaycy regard it. 
Sync for its faithfulnefs reward it. 
*Tis proo^ a (hot to birth or moneys 
But yields to what is fweet and bonny ; 
Receive it then with a kifs and a fmily. 
There's my thumb Hf will ne'er beguile ye. 

How temptbg fweet theAr lips of tliine arc» 
Thy bofom white, and legs fae fine are, 
That when in pools I fee thee clean 'em ; 
Hjey carry away my he^rtbetween 'cm. 
I wi(K, and I wifh, while it gaes duntin, 
O gin I had thee on a mountain, * 
Though kith and kin and a' (hbu'd revile tb^e^ 
There's my thumb I'll ae'er beguile thet, 

Alanc through ftbw'ry hows I dander. 
Tenting my flock* left ihey flibu'd wander, 
. Gin thou'lt gae alang, I'll dawt thee gayli^. 
And gi'e my* thumb- I'll •'ne'er beguile thcc» - 
O my dear laflie, it is^ but da£Bn, 
To had thy wooer up ay niflp naffin. 
That na, na, na^ I hate it mod vilely,. 
O fay. Yes, and I'll ne'er beguile thec^ 



For the Love of Jean. 

JOCKY faid to Jeany, Jtany, wilt thou do't? ' 
Ne'er a fit, quo' Jeany, for my tocher geod^ 
For my tocher good, I wmna marry thee,. - 
£"^'5 ye like, quo' Johnny, ye may let it be. 



SONGS. 

1 hie govrd and g^^r^ 1 hae land enougli, 
I hae fevcn g^ood owfcn ganging in a pleugh» 
Ganging in a pleugh, and linking o'er the lee. 
And gin ye winna take me, I can let ye be. 

I hae % good ha* houfe, a barn and a bycr, 
A (lack afore the door, Til make a rant in fire» 
rU make a rantin fire, and merry fhall we be : 
And gin ye winna t-ike me, I can let ye be. 

Jeafty faid to Joct/^ gin ye winna tell. 
Ye 4all be the lad, I'll be the lafs myfell; 
Ye're a boqny lad, and I*m a lafCe free, 
Ye'rc welcomer to take me than to let me be. 



* SONG. 

TuQey Pf£gj^$ I wuft bve thee. 

BENEATH a hecch^ grateful (hadc^ 
Young Coiin lay complainine ; 
He figVd, and feem'd to love a maid : 

Without hopes of obtaining : 
For thus the Twain indulged his grief. 

Though pity cannot move thee ; 
Though thy hard heart gives no relief. 
Yet, Pfggyy I mud love thee. 

Say, Peggy 9 what has Colin done, 

That thus you cruelly ufe him ! 
If love's a fault 'tis that alone. 

For which you (hould excufe him ! 
*Twas thy dear felf firft rais'd this flame. 

This fire by which I languifh ; 
*Tis thou alone can quench the fame. 

And cool its fcorching anguilh^ 
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For thee I leave the fportive plain. 

Where ev'ry maid invites me 5 
For thee, fole caufc of all my pain. 

For thee that only (lights me : 
This love that Hres my faithful heart 

By all but thee's commended. 
Oh ! would ft thou ad fo good a part. 

My grief might foon be ended. 

That beauteous breaft> To foft to feelt 

Sef m*d tendernefs all over, 
Yet it defends thy heart like fteel, 

*Gainft thy defpairing lover. 
Alas ! though it ihould ne'er relent;. 

Nor CoHn^s care e'er move thee. 
Yet till life's lateft breath is fpent. 

My Peggy i I muft love thee. • C 

Genty Tib by, and fonfy Nelly, 

Tune, Tihhy Fooler in the Clen^ 

TIBET has a (tore o' charms. 
Her genty (hape our fancy warms ; 
How ftrangely can her (ma' white arms 
Fetter the lad who looks but at her j 
Fra'er ancle to her (lender waift, 

Thefe fweets conceal'd invite to dawt her ; 
Her rofy cheek,, and rifing breaft. 
Gar ane's mouth gufh bowt fu' o' water. 

NELLTs gawfy, faft and gay, 
FrcCb as the lucken flowers in May ; 
Ilk ane that fees her, crys, M hey 

She* J bonny I I numder at her. 
The dimples of her chin and cheek, 
And limbs fae plump invite to dawt her ; 

Her lips fae fweet, and (kin fae (leek» .' 

Gar mony mouth;; befid^ mine watsn 
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Now ftrike mj finger in a bore^ 
- Mf wyfoa with the maiJcn fhore, 
Gio I can tell whilk I am for. 
When thefe twa ftars appear thegither* 

loTe ! why doft thou gt'e thy Hres 

Sae larg^, while we're oblig'd to nith«r 
Oir fpacious lauls immenfe de fires, 
And ay be in a haukerin fwither i 

7IBir% fkape and airs arefne. 
And Neiiy*% beauties^ are divine : 
Bat fmce they canna baith be mine* 

Ye Gods, give ear to my4)etition. 
Provide a good lad ibr the tane. 

But let it be with this provifioni 

1 get the other to my-lane, 

in profped fiam and fruition. 

Upinthe Air. 

NOW the fun's gane out o' fight, 
Beet the ingle, and fhuff the light ; 
la glens the fairies (kip and dance, 
And witches wallop o'er to France. 
Up in the air 
On my bonny grey mare^ 
And I fee her yet, and I fee her yet. 
Up in^ &c. 

The wind's drifting hail and fna'. 
O'er frozen hags, like a foot-ba' ; 
Nae ftams keck through the azure flit, 
•^Tis cauld, and mirk as ony pit, 

The man i' the moon 

Is caroufing aboon ; 
D* yc fee, d' ye fer , d* ye fee him yet ? 

Thtman^ die. 
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Take yonr glafs to clear your een, 
Tis the elixir heals the fpleen, 
Baith wit and xnirth it will infpirey 
And gently pu£Bs the lover's fire. 

Up in the air. 

It drives away care ; 
Ha'c wi' ye, ha'c wi' ye, and ha'c wi* je, lads, yet. 

Up in^ ^c. 

Steek the doors, keep out tlie froft ; 

Come, IVslUiy gi's about your toft ; 

Tilt't, lads, and lilt it out. 

And let us ha'e a blythfome bout. 
Up wi't there, there, 
Dinna cheat, but drink fair : 

Huzza, huzza, and huzza, lads yet. 
Up w'/, &C. 

Fy gar rub her tf'er wP Strae. 

Gl N ye meet a bonny laffle, 
Gi'e her a kifs, and let her gae.; 
But if ye meet a dirty hufly, 
Fy gar rub her b'er wi' ftrae. 

Be fure ye dinna quit the grip 

Of ilka joy, when ye are young, 
Before auld age your-vitals nip. 

And lay ye twafald o'er a rung. 

Sweet youth's a birth and heartfome time : 
Then lads and laffes, while 'tis Maj^ 

Gae pu' the gowan in its prime, 
Beifore it wither and decay. 

Watch the faft minutes of delyte. 

When Jenny fpeaks beneath her breath, 

And kiffes, laying a' the wyte 
On you, if ihe kepp ony fkaith^ 
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Haith yc'rc ill-bred, (he'll fmiling fay, 

Ye'll worry mc, yc greedy rook : 
'Syne frac your arma we'll rin away, 

And hide herfelf io fome dark noak« 

Herlangh will lead -you to the place» 

Where lies the happinefs ye want. 
And pliinly tcU you to your face, 

Nineteen naiays are half a grant. 

New to her heayine bofoxn cling, 

And fweetly tooTie for a kifs : 
Frae her fair finger whoop a ririg^ 

As taiken of a future blifs. 

Thefe bcnnifons, I'm very fure, 

Are of the Gods indulgent grant : 
Then, furly carls, whifht, forbear 

To plague us with your whining cant. 

♦ Pat IE AND Peggy. 

Pat I s. 
"T^Y the deHcious warmnefs of thy mouth, 
J3 And rowing eye, which fmiling tells the truth, 
1 guefs, my laffie, that, as well as I, 
You're made for love, and why fliould yc deny ? 

Peggy. 
But ken ye, lad, gin we ccnfcfs o'er foon, 
Yc think us cheap, and fyne the wooing's done : 
The maiden that o'er quickly tines her pow'r. 
Like unripe fruit, will tade but hard and fow*r. 

P A T I €. 

But when they hing o'er lang upon the tree. 
Their fweetnefs they rnay tine, and fae may ye ; 
Red- cheeked you completely npe appear. 
And I have thd'd and woo'd a lane; half 3'car. 

Vol. I. I ^ 
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Peggy. 
Then dmna pu' me ; gently thus I fa* 
Into my Patters arms fcr good and a' : 
But (lint your wiihes to this frank embrace. 
And mint nae farther till weVe got the grac^* 

P A T I E. 

O charming armfu* ! hence, y« cares ai^af^ 
I'll kifs my treafure a* the live lang day : 
A' night I'll dream my kiffts o'er again, 
Till that day come that yc'll be ^ my aia. 

Chorus. 
$un^ gallop denvn the ^ejilin fkU$^ 
Gangfoon to bed and quickly rife ; 
lajh yourfteeds^ pofi time aivay^ 
jAndhafle about our bridal day : 
And ify^re '03ear?d^ honejt lights 
Sleep gin ye like a *week that night* 

The Mjll, Mill — O. 

B'ENEATH a grten (liade I fand a fair maid, 
Was flecping found and ftill O ; 
A' lowin wi' love, my fancy did rove 

Around her with good will O : 
Her bofoiQ I preft ijbut funk in her reft. 

She ftir'4na my joy to fpill O : 
While kindly Ihc flept, clofe to her I crept. 
And kifs'd, and kil's'd her my fill O. 

Obllg'd by command in Flanders to land, 

T' employ my courage and (kill O, 
Frae her quietly I ftaw, hoift fails and awa. 

For the wind blew fair on the bill O. 
Twa years brought me hame, where loud-fraifi]^ 

Tald me with a voice right fhrill O, (^^W^ 

My lafs, like a fool, ha^^ moiir.te J the (loci. 

Nor kend wha had done her the ill 0» 
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Uair fond of her charms, wich my Ton in her arm$» 

1 ferlying fpecr'd how ihe fell O ; 
Wi' the tear in her eye, qaoth fhe. Let me diet 

Sweet Sir, gin I can tell O. 
Love give the command, I took her by the hand^ 

And bade her a' fears ezpell O, 
And nae mair look wan, for 1 was the man 

Wha had done her deed myfell O. 

My bonny fweet lafs on the gowany grafs. 

Beneath the Shiinng-bill O, 
If 1 did offence, ITe make ye amends 

Before I leave Pfgg/j mill O. 
the niili, miff O^ and the kitly kill O, 

And the C9ggin of the nuheel O : 
The Jack and thefieve^ tf* that ye maun leave y 

And round mth afodger reel O. 



Colin and Grist parting. 

Tiine, Wo^s my heart that nm JhouU /under. 



ITH broken words, and down-caft eyes^ 
Poor Colin fpoke his paffion tender : 



w 

And, partmg with his Grijy cries, 
Ah \ woe^ my heart that we (hould funder. 

To others I am cold as fnow, 
Bat kindle with thine eyes like tinder ; 

From thee with pain I'm forc'd to go : 
It breaks my heart that we (honld funder* 

Chain'd to thy charms, I cannot range. 
No beauty new my love (hall hinder. 

Nor time nor place fhall ever change 
Mj TOWS, tlK>ugh vreVe obliged to fonder. 
I % 
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The image of thy graceful air^ 

And beauties which invite our wonderj 

Thy lively wit, and pri»dence rare, 

Shall ftill be prefenti though we funder. 

Dear nymph, believe thy fwain in this, 
You'll ne'er engage a heart that's kinder ; 

Then feal a promife with a kifs. 

Always to love me though we funder. 

Ye Gods, take care of my dear lafs, 

That as I leave her I may find her : 
When that bleft time (hall come to pafs, , 

We'll meet again, and never funder* 

The Gaberlunzy Man. 

THE pawky auld carl came o'er the ke^ 
Wi' many good e'ens and days tome^ 
Saying, Goodwife, for your courtefy. 

Will you lodge a filly poor man ?. 
The night was cauld, the carl was wat,. 
And down ayont the ingle he fat ; 
My -daughter's Ihoulders he 'gan to dap,. ^ . 

And cadgily ranted and fang, 

O wow ! quo* he, were I as free. 
As firft when I fawttns country, 
How blyth and merry wad I be ? 

And 1 wad never think lang. 
He grew canty, and (he grew fain ; 
But little did her auld minny ken 
What thir flee twa together were fay^ngt- 

When wooing they were fae thrang. 

And O! quo* he, ann ye were as black. 
As e'er the crown of my dady's hat, 
♦Tis I wad lay thee by my back, 
And awd' wi' xne thou fhoutdft gang^ 



SONGS. 7(r 

Aad O }, quo' Qxti ana 1 were as whltCi 
As t'cT the fnaw lay on the dyke, 
Td dead xne braw and lady like. 
And awa' wiih thee I would gairg. 

Between.the twa was made a plot i 
They raife a wee before the cock. 
And wilily they fliot the lock. 

And faft to the bent arc they gane. * 
Up in the mom the auld wife raife. 
And at her leifure pat on her claiie i 
Sync to the fervant's bed Ihc gaes» 

To fpecr for the filly poor man. 

She gaed to the bed where the beggar Isy, 
The ftrae was cauld, he was away. 
She dapt her hands, cry'd Waladay, 

For fome of our gear will be gane. 
Some ran to coffers, and fome to kiils, 
But nought was down that could be mift, 
Shedanc'd her lane, cry*d, Praife be blcft, - 

I have lodged a leal poor man. 

Since naething's awa', as we can leam» 

The kirn's to kirn, andmilk to earn, 

£ae butt the houfe, lafs, and waken my btSrap. 

And bid her come quickly ben. 
Tbeierrant gade where the daughter lay, 
The flieets were cauld, fhe was away. 
And faft to her goodwife did fay. 

She's affwith the Gaberlunzy-mao. 

O fy gar ride, and fy gar rin. 

And hafte ye find thefe traitors again ; 

For Ihe's be burnt, and he's be flain. 

The weariftt' Gaberlunzy man. 
Some radc upo' horfe, fome ran a fit. 
The wife was wood, and out o* her wit : 
She could na gang, nor yet could lie fitjf . 

£ut ay ihc curs'd and fhe bann'd. 

13 
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Mean time Far limd out o'er the lee 
Fu' fnug in a glen, where nane could fec^ 
The ttira, with kindljr fport and glee. 

Cut frae ^ new chccfe a whang : 
TThe priving was good, it pleas'd them baith^. 
To lo*e her for ay-, he gac her his aith. 
•Quo* (he, to leave thee I will be laith, . 

rdj winfomc Gaberlunzy-man. 

Oicenn'd my miiiny I were wi* you^, 
lllfardly wad flie crook her mou*, . 
Sic a poor man (he'd never trow. 

After the Gaberltin»y man. . 
My dear, quo* he, yeVe yet o'er youngj.. 
And ha' nat ieam'd the beggars tongue. 
To follow me frae town to town. 

And carry the Gaberlunzy on- 

"Wi* cauk and keel 111 win your bread,' 

And fpindles and whorles for them-wha need/ 

Whilk is a gentle trade Jndeed,\ 

To carry the Gaberlunzy on. 
I'll bow myleg and crook my knee^ , 
A Ad draw a black: cloot o'er my eye, 
A cripple or blind they willca' me. 

While we (hall be merry and fing. I; 



The Cordial. 

Tttne,: fTAere Jhdll our Qoodman lie. 

H E. 

WH E R E wad bonny Jnny lie ? 
Aiane nae mair ye maun lie ; 
Wad ye a goodman try ? " 
Is that the thing ye'rc lacking ! 
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SHE. 
QHiala& lae young as I« 
Yenmre on the bridal tie, 
Sfoe 4oiwn with a goodxnan I7 ? 
rm flee'd he keep me waukiag,; 

HE.,' 
Never judge untilyc try, 
Male me yoar goodman, I 
3hanna hinder yoa to I7, 
And fleep till je be weary. 

S H E^ 
What if I fliouM wanking lys 
When the hoboys are gawn by,^ 
Will ye tent me when I cry, 
My dear> I'm faint and iry ? 

H E. 
Ift my bofom thou fhalt ly, 
When thou waukrife art, or dry^'- 
Healthy cordial ftjttiding by, 
Shall prcfently revive thee. 

S H E. - 
To your will I then comply. 
Join us, prieft, and let me try 
£o« I'U wi' a goodman ly» 
. ¥rha can a cordial givc.me^, 

Ewjs-BtJGHTs Marion. 

WILL ye go to the ewe bughts, Marhn» 
And wear in the (Keep wi* me ; 
^Sht fun fliines fweet,-my Marion^ 

But nae half fae fweet as thee. 
•O MarM% a bonny lafs. 

And the blyth blinks in her eye.; . 
J^nd fain iwad I marry Marion^, 
Cin ilfiirf90 wadmarry me. . . 



If 
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There's gowd in joxxr garters, Mariw, 

And mk on your in^hite haufs-bane ; 
Fa* fain wad I kift my Marion^ 

At e'en when I come hame. 
There's braw lads in Earnfldiu^ Martmi^ . 

Wha gape, and glowr with their eye. 
At kirk, when they fee my Marion i. 

But nane of them lo'es like me. 

I've nine milk^ews, my Marson: . 

A cow and a brawny quey, 
1*11 gi*e them a* tb my Marion^ ^ 

Juft on her bridal-day ; 
And ye's get a green fey apron. 

And waidcoat of the London browtr^v 
And wow but ye will be vaporing, 

Whene'er ye gang to the town. 

I'm young and ftout^ my Morton r 

Nane dances like me on the green : ■ 
And gin ye forfake me> Mctrion^ 

I'll e'en gae draw up wi' Jean; ; 
Sae put on your parlinsy Marion, 

And kyrtle of the cramafie ; 
And foon as my chin has nae hair on, . 

I {hall come weft, and fee ye. Qw^ 

The biyihfome Bridal. . 

FY let us a' to the bridal. 
For there will be lilting there; 
For Jock/s to be married to Maggjy 

The lafs wi' the gowden hair. 
And there will be langkail and pottage^ 

And bannocks of barley- meal; 
And there will be good fawt herring, 

To relifti a cog of good ale. 
i> kt us «' to the bridal^ 6cc. 
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And there will be Saney the fucor. 

And IVill wi' the meikle mou* ; 
And there will be Tavi the blutter» 

With Andrew the tinklerr, I trow ; 
And there will be bow'd legged Robbie^ 

With thumblefs Kaiy% goodman ; 
And there will be blue cheeked Donvhit, 

And La'wrie the laird ef the land. 
J> Ut us, «cc. 

And there will be fow libber Patte^ 

And plucky facM fVat i' the miU, 
Caper- nos'd Francie and Cihbi:fy 

That wins in the how of the hill ; 
And there will be Alafler Silbie^ 

Wha in with black BeJ/y did moolt 
With fnivelling Lilly and 77%, 

The lafs that Iland& aft on the ftooL 
Fy let tUi Slc. 

And Madge that was buckled to Steenitf 

And coft him grey brecks to his arfi^ 
Who after was hangit for flealirg, 

Great mercy it huppen'd na warfe r 
And there will be glced CeorJy Janner/p 

i\nd Kirjh with the lilly- white leg, 
V^a gade to the fouth for manners, 

And bangM up her wame in Monsmeg* 
Jfy tet »/, &c. 

And therer will be Judan Maclanvrie^ 

And blinlun daft Barbara Macteg^ 
.Wi' flae lugged fliamcy facM La'wrie^.. 

And fhangy mou'd haluket Meg. 
And there will be happcr-ars'd Nanjy^ 

And fairy fac*d Flonjjrie by name^ 
Muck Madicy and fat hippit Grijy^ 

The lafs wi' the gowdcn wamc. 
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And there will be Gfrn* again Cibbie, 

With his glaikit'wife Jefiny Be/if 
And m iflc- fhinn'd Mungo Macapie^ 

The lad that was (kipper hixnfel. 
The lads and lafies in pearlings 

Will feaft^ia the heart of the ha% 
On fybows, 4md rifarts, and carlingSt 

That are baith foddea and raw. 
Fy U't iiSf &c. . 

And there will be fadges and brachan^ 

Witli fouth of good gabbocks of {kat6» 
Powfowdy and drammock, and crowdf » 

And caller nowt-feet in a plate. 
And there will be partans and buckiesp 

And whytent and fpeldings enew, 
With finged fheep^heads, and a haggles^ 

And fcadlips to fup till ye fpew. 
Fy Ut usf &c. 

Aod there will be lapper'dmilk kehbocfa^ 

AndfbweB8, and &rts,aad ba{>8» 
With fwats, ^d well (craped paunchcJr . V" 

And brandy in ftoups and in caps : j^ 

And there will be meal* kail and caftockv^: 

With fhink to fup till ye rive. 
And roafts to roaft on a brander. 

Of flbwks that were takea alive* ^ 

Fyhtus.^f:. 

Scrapt haddocks, wilks, duUe and tangU^. . 

And a mill of good fnifhing to prie ;. 
When weary with eating and drinking^ 

We'll rife up and dance till we die. . a 

Thenfi iei us a* to the bridal^ 

For there nuillbe lilting there ^ 
For Jocky's to be married to Maggie^. 

The lafs w/' theg(mden iair. Z» 
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The Highland Laddie. 

THE lawland lads think they are fine ; 
But O they're vain and idly gawdy ! 
How much unlike that graceful xneint 

And manly lcx>ks of my highland laddie 
C my bonny honny highland laddicy 
My handfome charming highland laddie ; 
May heavenjiill guards andkve renvard 
f)ur U*wiand lafs and her highland ladiHe. 

If I were free at will to chuie 

To be the wealthieft lawlasd lady, 
I*d take young Donald without trews, 

With bonnet blue, and belted plaidy* 
my honny ^ 3kc. 

The braweft beau m burrough's-towDt 

In a' his airs, with art made ready» 
Compared ^ him, h^'s but a clown ; 

He's finer far in's tartan plaidy. 
wy hoAnjj Sec, 

O'er bcnty hill with him I'll run, 

And leaire fny lawland kin and dady, 
Frae winter's cauld, and Aimmer'fr fun, 
; He'll fcreen me with his highland plaidy. 
my honny i &c. 

A painted room, and filken bed, . 

May pleafe a lawland laird and lady ; 
But I can ki&, and be as glad. 

Behind a bu(H in's highland plaidy. 
4P my honny i &c. 

Few compliments between us pafs, 

I ca* him my dear highland laddie. 
And he ca's me hi& lawland lafs, 

Syne rows me in beneath his plaidy* 
m^ honny ^ &c. 
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Nae greater joy I'll e'er.pretend, 

Than that his love prove true and fteadf. 

Like mine to him, which ne'er fkall end. 
While heaven prefervcs my highland laddie. 

-0 Ply bonny^ &C. 



w 



Allan -Water: 
Or J My 'Love Aiiny^s very bonny. 
HAT numbers (hall the mufe repeat ? 



What verfe be found to praife my Annyf 
On her ten thoufand. graces wait, 

Each fwain admires and owns (he's bonny. 
Since firft (he trode the happy plain. 

She (et each youthful heart on fire ; 
Each nymph does to her fwain complain. 
That jinny kindles new defire. 

This lovely darling deareft care. 

This new delight, this charming Jnny^ 
Like fummer's dawn, (he's fre(h and fair, 

When Florals fragrant breezes fan ye. 
All day the am'rous youths conveen. 

Joyous they fport and play before her ; 
All night, when (he no more is feen. 

In blifsful dreams they dill adore her? 

Among the crowd Amyntor came, '^ 

He look'd, he loV'd, he bow'd to Anny ; 
His rifmg fighs exprefs his flame, 

His words were few, his wi(hes many* 
With fmiles the lovely maid reply'd. 

Kind (hepherd, Why (hould I deceive yc ? -^ 

Alas ! your love muft be deny'd, 

This de(f in'd breaft can ne'er relieve ye. 

Young Damon came with Cupid* s art. 

His wyles, his fmiles, his charms beguiling. 

He ftole away my virgin heart ; 
Ceafe poor AmynUr^ ccafe bewailing. 
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Some brighter beauty you may find, 
On yonder plain the nymphs are many ; 

Then chufe fome heart that's unconfin'd. 

And leave to Damonhis own j^nnj. C. 

The Collier* s bonny Lajfj. 

THE collier has a daughter, 
And O (he's wonder bonny, 
A l»rd he was that fought her. 

Rich baith in lands and money : 
The tutors watchM the motion 
Of this young honcft lover ; 
But lore is like the ocean ; 
Wha can it*s depth difcover I 

He had the art to pleafe ye. 

And was by a' refpedted ; 
His airs fat round him eafy , 

Genteel, but unaflFefted, 
The collier's bonny ladie. 

Fair as the new blown lily» * 

Ay fweel, and never fancy, 

Seeur'd the heart of 1^/7^ 

Ht lo?*d beyond expreffion 

The charms that were about her, 
And panted for poffeffion, 

His life was dull without her. 
After mature refolring, 

Clofc to his bread he held her, 
«fafteft flames dilFolving, 

He tenderly thus tell'd her : 

M7 bonny collier's daughter. 

Let nacthing difcompofe ye, 
Tis no your fcanty tocher 

Shall ever gar me lofe ye : 

Vol. I. K 
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For I havt gear in plenty. 

And love fays, 'tis my duty 
To wire what heaven has lent m«, 

Upon your wit and beauty. 

Where Helen Lies. 

7 c - ■ - i n. Mourning. 

AH ! Why thofc tears m Nell/s tyes ! . 
To hear thy tender fighs and cries, 
The Gods (land lift'ning from the. ikies, 

Pleas'd with thy piety. 
To mourn the dead, dear nymph, forbear. 
And of one dying cake a care, 
Who views thee as an angel fair. 
Or fome divinity. 

O be lefs graceful, or more kind. 
And cool this fever of my mind, 
CausM by the boy fevtre and blind ; 

Wounded, I figh, for thee ; 
While hardly dare I hope to rife 
To fuch a height by Hymen's ties. 
To lay me down where Hif/^n lies. 

And with thy charms be free. 

Then muft I hide my love, and die» 
WTien fuch a fovereign cure is by ? 
No ; fhe can love, and I'll go try, 

Whate'er my fate may be, 
Which foon 1*11 read in her bright eyes. 
With thofe dear agents I'll advife. 
They tell the truth when tongues tell licsf 

The leaft believed by me. 
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S ON G. 

Tune, Gaiknujhieh. 

AH the flitpherd'tf mournfol fate, 
When doomM to love, and doomed to Unguiflij 
To bear the fcomful fair one's hate. 

Nor dare diiclofc his anguifh. 
Yet eager looks, and dying fighs, 

My fecrei foul difcovcr, 
WhOe rapture trembling through mine eyes, 

Rdreals how much I love her : 
The tender xl^nce, the red'ning cheek', 

OVVfpcead with rifing blufhes, 
A th6ufand various ways they {peak 

A'thoufand various wifhes. 

For olr ! that form fo heavenly fair, 

Thofe languid eyes fo fwectly fmiltng, 
That artle(s bluOi, and modeft air. 

So fatally beguiling. 
Thy every look, and every grace, 

Sa charm whene'er I view thee ; 
Till death overtake me in the chace. 

Still will my hopes purfue thee. 
Then when my tedious hours are paft, 

Be this lad bleffing given. 
Low at thy feet to breathe my lad, . 

And die in fight of heaven. 

To l: m. m. 

Tune, Ranting roaring Willy. 

OMAR Y! thy graces and glances, 
Thy fmiles fo enchantingly gay. 
And thoughts fo divinely harmonious 
Clear wit and good humour difplay. 
K 2 
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But fay not thou'lt imitate angels ; 

Ought fairer, though fcarcely, ah rat! 
Can be found equalizing thy merit, 

A match amongft mortals for thee- 

Thy many fair beauties fhed fires 

May warni up ten thoufand to love. 
Who defpairing, may fly to fome other. 

While I may defpair, but ne'er rove. 
What a mixture of fighing and joys 

This diftant adoring of thee. 
Gives to a Ibnd heart too afpinng. 

Who loves in fad filence like me ? 

1'hns looks the poor beggar on treafure. 

And Ihipwreck'd, on landfkips on fhore s 
Be ft ill more divfne and have pity ; 

I di^ foon as hope is no more. 
For, M j1 R Ty my foul is tby captivej 

Nor love, nor experts to be free ; 
Thy beauties are fetters delightful, 

Thy fUv'ry's a pleafure to me. 

jL^ 9 !lAl< Aa lAj -C^T^ ^^SBS'^'S 

This is no mine ain Houfe. 

THIS if, not mine am houfe, 
I ken by the rigging o't ; 
Since with my love I've changed vows, 

I dinna like the bigging o't, 
For now tliat I'm young Rolie*s bride. 
And miftrefs of his fire fi^ 2, 
Mine ain houfe I'll like to guide, 
And pleafe me with the trigging o'L 

Then farewell to my father's houfe, 
I ^■^T\^ where love invites me ; 

The ftriaeft duty this allows, 

When love m\h. honour meets mc. 
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When Hpnen moulds us into ane, 
Mj Rjohie*! nearn- than my kin. 
And to refufe him were a fm* 
Sae lang's he kindly treats mc» 

When I'm in mine ain houfe. 

True love fhall be at hand ay^ 
To make me ftill a prudent fpouTe^ 

And let ray man command ay ; ; 
Avoiding ilka eaufe of ftrife. 
The common peft of married life 
That makes ane wearied of his wife* , 

And breaks the kindly band ay. . 

Ftht ^ Criih; oftheejhefaws. 

RETURN hamewardt inj heart again. 
And bide where thou waft wont to be> 
Thou art a fool to fuffer pain 

For love of ane that loves not thee : 
My heart, let be (ic fantafic, 
Love only where thou haft good caufe ; 

Since (com and liking ne'er agree. 
The fint a crum of thee (he faws. 

To what effea fliouldft thou be thrall ? 

Be happy in thine ain free- will. 
My heart, be never beftial. 

But ken wha does thee good or ill : 

At hame with me then tarry ftill, i >. 

And ice wha can beft play their paws,i . ' 

And let the filly fling her fill. 
For fint a crum of thee fhe faws. 

Hough (he be fair, I will not fenzy. 

She's of a kind with mony mae ;. 
For why, they are a felon menzy 

That fccmeth good, and arc not fae. 
K3 . 
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My hearty take neither fturt nor wac 
For Megs for Marjory^ or Maufe^ 

But be thou blyth, and let her gae^ 
For fint a crum:of thee fhc faws. 

Remember, how thait Medea 

Wild for a fight oijafon gaed. 
Remember, how young Crejtda 

L.eft Troilus for Dhmede ; 

Remember HeUrij as we read, 
Brought Troy from blifs unto bare waws : 

Then let her gae where (he may fpeed> 
For fint a crum of thce^ fhc faws. 

&Qaufe Ihe faid I took it ill. 

For her depart my heart was fair. 
But was beguii'd ; gae where (he will, 

Befhrew the heart that firft takes care : 

Bjut be thou merry tate and air. 
This is- the final end and claufe, 

And let her feed and fooly fair, 
For fint a sxxua of thee fhc faws. 

Ne'er duht again within my breaft, 

Ne'er let her (lights thy courage fpill. 
Nor gio a fob, although (he fnceft, 

She's faireft paid that gets her will. 

She eecks as gif I mean'd her ill. 
When me glaicks paughty in her braws ; 

Now let her fnirt and fyke her fill, 
For fint a crum of thee (he faws. Z. 

To Mrs. E. C. 

Tune, Sae merry as ivs have leen» 
O W Phoebus advances on high 



N' 



Nae footfteps of winter are feen : 
The birds carrol fweet in the (ky, 

And lambkins dance reels- on the greenj 
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Tbrongh plantings, and burnies fae elf ar. 

We wander for pleafurc and health. 
Where buddings and blo/Toms appear. 

Giving profpedls of joy and wealth. 

View ilka gay fcene all around, 

That are, and that promife to be ; 
Yet in-them a' naething is found . 

Sae perfed, Eliza^ as thee. 
Thy cen the clear fountains excell, 

Thy locks they ©ut-rival the grove ; 
When Zephyrs thus pkaiingly ^ell, 

Ilk wave makes a captive to love. 

The rofes and lilies combined, 

And flowers of maid delicate hue, 
By thy cheek and:dear breaft are out-{bin'd> 

Their tinflures are naething fae true. 
What can we compare with thy voice ? 

And what with thy humour fae fweet i 
Nae muflc can blefs with (ic joys j 

Sure angels are juft fae complete. . 

Fair bloflbm of ilka delight, 

Whofe beauties ten thoufand out-(faine ; 
Thy fweets (ball be lading and bright, 

Being mixt with fae many divine. 
Ye powers, who havcgiven fic charms 

To Elizny your image below, 
O iave her frae all human harms ! 

And make her hours happily flow. 

My Dady forbadytny Minny forbad* 

WH E N I think on my lad, 
1 figh and am fad. 
For now he is far frae me* 



^ S O N G SL 

My dady wjis harfh. 
My minny was \raric. 

That gart him gae 'yont the fca^ 
Without an eftate. 
That made him look blate ; 

And yet a brave lad is he. 

Gin fafe he come hame^ 
In fpite of my darne^ 

He'll ever be welcome to me. 

Love (peers^ nae advice 
Of parents o'er wife. 

That have but ae bairn like me^ 
That looks upon cafhi 
As naethifig but trafh, 

That (hackles what IhouM be frcCi 
And though my dear lad 
Not ac pcflny had, 

Since qualities better has he ; 
Abeit Tm an heirefs^ 
I think it but fair is> 

To love him» fince he loves me. 

Then, my dear Jamte^ 
. To thy kind Jeaniey 

Hafte, hafte thee in o'er the fea^ 
To her wha can find 
Nae eafe m her mind. 

Without a blyth fight of thee. 

Though my dady forbad. 
And my minny forbad. 

Forbidden I will not be ; 

For fince ihou alone 
My favour haft won, 

Nane elfe (hall e'er get it for me. 

Yet them I'll not grieve. 
Or without their leave, 
GPe my hand as a wife to thee : 
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Be content with a hearty 

That can never defert^ 
Till they ceaTe to oppofe or be. 

My parents mzy prove 

Yet friends to our lovc^ 
When oof firm refolvcs they fee ; 

Then I with pleafure 

Will yield up my treafure 
And a* that love ozders to thee. 
n 

Tune, Steer her up^ and baud her gaun. 

O Steer her up, and haud her gawn* 
Her mither's at the m'dl, jo ; 
But gin £he winna tak a man» 
E'en let her tak her will, jo. 
X*ray thee, lad, leave filly thinkings 

Caft thy cares of love away ; 
Let's our f<3rrows drown in drinking^ 
'Tis daffin langer to delay. 

See that (hining-glafs of claret. 

How invitingly it looks ; 
Take it aff, and let's have mair o't« 

Pox on fighting, trade and books« 
Let's have pleafure while we're able* 

Bring us in the meikle bowl,' 
Plac't on the middle of the table, 

And let wind and weather gowl. 

Call the drawer, let him fill it 

Fou, as ever it can hold : 
Otak tent ye dinna fpill it, 

'Tis mair precious far than gold : 
By you've drunk a dozen bumpers^ 

Racchus will begin to prove, 
Spite of Venus and her Mumpers^ 

Drinking better i»than loyei 
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Chut the Caldron* • 

HAVE you any pots or pans. 
Or any broken chandlers I 
I am a tinkler to my trade. 

And newly come frae Flandert^ 
As fcant of filler as of grace, 
Difbanded we've a bad run ; 
Gar tell the Lady of the place, 

I'm come to clout her caldro^ 
Fa adrUt didk^ tkdie^ 5cc. 

Madam, if you have wark for me^ 

i^ do't to your contentment. 
And dinna care a fingle Hie 

For any man's rewntmcnt ; 
For lady fair, though I appear 

To ev*ry anc a tinkler. 
Yet to yourfel Pm bauld to tctt, 

I am a gentle jtnker. 
Fa adrle^ didle^ didle^ fix. 

Love Jupiter into a fwan 
Tum'd for hi& lovely Leda i 

He like a bull o'er meadows^ran> 
To carry aff Europa. 

Then may not I, as well as he, . 
To cheat your Argos blinker. 

And win your love, like mighty JoiT^, . 
• Thus hide me in a tinkler. 

Fa adrUy d'tdle^ didk^ &c. 

Sir, ye appear a cunning man. 

But this 6ne plot you'll fail in, 
For there is neither pot nor pan 

Of mine you'll drive a nail in. 
Then bind your budget on your back,;^ 

And nails up in your apron. 
For I've a tinkler under tack 

That's uf'd to clout my caIdron> 
Fa adrie^ dtdle^ didlcy &c. 
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The MaluMaru. 

THE malt- man comes on Monday^ 
He craves wonder fair, 
Cries, Damcy conn g?e me my Jitter^ 

Or ffialt ye fall Tu*er get mMsr. 
I took him into the pantry. 

And gave him fome good cock-broo. 
Syne paid him upon a gantree. 
As hofUer wives fliould do. 

When malt- men come for filler^ 

And gangers with wands o'er (bon. 
Wives, tak them a' down to the cellar. 

And clear them as I have done. 
This bewith, when conzie is fcanty^ 

Will keep them frae making din, 
The knack 1 learn'd frae an auld aunty. 

The fnackeft of a' my kin. 

The malt- man is right cunning, 

Bat I can be as flee, 
And he may crack of his winning. 

When he dears fcores with me : 
For come when he likes, Vm ready ; 

But if frae hame I be. 
Let him wait on our kind lady. 

She'll anfwer a bill for me. 

Bonny Bessy. 

Tune, Bcjy'j Haggieu 

BESSVs beauties fhine fae bright, 
Were her mahy virtues fewer. 
She wad ever give delight. 
And in tranfport make me view her. 
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Bonuy j?ir^, thee alane 

Lov^e 1, naething elfe about thee ; 
With thy comelinefs I'm tane^ 

And langer cannot live without thee. 

BESSTs bofom's faft and warm. 

Milk-white fingers ftill employ 'd ; 
He who takes her to his arm. 

Of her fwcets can ne'er be cloyed. 
My dear BeJ^y when the rofei 

Leave thy cheek, as thou growA aulder. 
Virtue, which thy mind difclofes, 

Will keep love frae growing caulder. 

BESST'i tocher is but fcanty, 

Yet her face and foul difcovers 
Thcfc inchanttng fweets in plenty 

Muflfintice a tnoufand lovers. 
It's not money, but a woman 

Of a temper kind and eafy, 
That gives happinefs uncommon. 

Petted tbbgs can nought but teaze ye. 

Omnia vincit Amor. 

S I went forth to view the fpring 
^ Which Fhra had adorned 
In raiment fair ; now every thing 

The rage of winter fcotTied : 
I caft mine eye, and did efpy 

A youth, who made great cUmor ; 
And drawing nigh, I heard him cry. 
Ah i omnia vincit amor, 

Vpon his breaR he lay along, 

Hard by a murm'ring river, 
And mournfully his doleful fong 

With fighs ke did deliver, 
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Ah ! Jejfr/s face has comely grace. 
Her locks that fiiine like lammcr, 

"With burning rays have cut my days ; 
For cmfiM vincit amor. 

Her glancy cci> like comets fnuic, 

The morning fun out-fhining, 
Have caught my heart in CupiiPs net. 

And make me die with pining. 
Durft I complain ? Nature's to blame. 

So cnrioufly to frame her, 
Whofc beauties rare make me with care 

Cry, omnia vincit amor, 

Yc cryftal dreams tint fwiftly glide, 

Bs partners of my mourning, 
Yc fragrant fields and meadows wide, 

Condemn her for her fcorcing : 
Let every tree a witnefs be. 

How juftly I may blame her; 
Yc chanting birds, note thefe my words. 

Ah ! 077i;iia vincit amor. 

Had Hic been kind as Hie was fair, 

She long had been admired, 
•And been ador'd for virtues rare, 

V/h* of life now makes me tir'J, 
Thus faid, his breath began to fail. 

He could not fpeak, but ftaramer ; 
He (igh'd full fore, and faid no more. 

But omnia vincit avior. 

When lobfcrvM him near to death, 

I run in hafte to faye him, 
But quickly he refign'd his breath, 

So deep the wound love gave \\\m. 
Now for her fake this vow I'll make. 

My tongue (hall ay de-fame her, 
While on his herfe Til write this verie. 

Ah ! omnia vincit amor. 
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Straight I confiderM in my mind 

Upon the matter rightl}^. 
And found, though Cupid he be blmd> 

He proves in pith moft mighty. 
For warlike Mars, and thund'ring ^et 

And Vulcan with his hammer. 
Did ever prove the ilaves of love, 

For omnia vincit amor. 

Hence we may fee th' cfieds of Ipve, 

Which gods and men keep under. 
That nothing can his bonds remove, 

Or torments break afunder : 
Nor wife, nor fool, need go to fchool. 

To learn this from his grammar ; 
His heart's the book, where he's to look, 
' For omnia tincit amor* Q^, 



. The auld Wife beyont the Ftre. 

I. 

THERE was a wife won'd in a glen 
And fhe had dochters nine or ten. 
That fought the houfe baith but and ben. 
To find their mam a fnifhing. 
The auld ivifi beyont the fire ^ 
The auld 'Viife aniefl the firct 
The auld tvife ahoon the fire y 
She died for lack offnijhing. 

11. 
Her mill Into fome hole had fawn, 
Whatrecks, quoth ftie, let it be gawn, 
For 1 mauji hae a young goodman 
Shall fumifh me with fnifhing. 
The auld nvife, &c. 
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111. 
Her eldeft dochter faid right bauld, 
Tj, mother^ mind that now ye're auld» 
And if ye with a younker wald» 

He'll wade away your fniihing • 
TAfi auid <u;/^i 6cc. 

IV. 

The youngeft dochter ga'e a fhout, 
O mother dear I your teeth's a' out. 
Betides ha'f blind, you have the gout. 

Your mill can haud nae fniihing. 
T/^ auid ivifi^ &c. 

V. 

Ye lied, ye limmers, cries auid smsipf 
For I hae baith a tooUi and ftump. 
And will nae langer live in dumpi 

By wanting of my fnifhing. 
The auid nuifi^ &c 

vr. 

Thole ye, fays Peg^ that pauky flcT, 
Mother, if you can crack a nut. 
Then we will a' confent to it. 

That you fluli have a fniihing; 
7^ auid luife^ &c« 

VIL 
The auid ane did agree to that. 
And they a piftol- bullet gat ; 
She powerfully began to crack, . 
. To won herfell a fnifhing. . 
7he auid 'wife^ &c. 

L 2 



Net^f Snifhing, in it's literal meaning, is fnuff made of 
Tobacco ; but, in this fong, it means fomstimes : 
contentment, a hufband, love, money, &<:. 
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VUL 
Braw fport it was to fee her chow't, 
And 'tween her gums fae fqueeze and row't, 
Wlvle frac her jaws tlie flavcr flow'dj 
And ay (he curs'd poor ftumpy. 
7h atild luife^ &c. 

IX. 

At laft flie gae a defperate fqueeas^ 
Which brak the lang tooth by the neez^ 
And fyne poor (lumpy was at eafe^ 

But (he tint hopes of fnifhing. 
The auld ivifcy &c. 

X. 

She of the taflc began to tire. 
And frae her dochters did retire. 
Syne lean'd her down ayont the &re^ 

And died for lack of fni(hing.. 
The auld ivifey &c. 

XT. 
Ye auld.vivesy notice well this trutl^ 
A(roon as ye're paft mark of mouth,- 
Ne'er do what's only fit for youth, 
And leave aflf thoughts of fni(hing : 
Elfe like this luife heyont thefire^ 
Tour bairns againjl you ni>ill confpire $ 
Nor nuillyegety unlefsye hire^ 
A young man nmtb your fmjhing. Q^ 

♦ ♦^►^ ^^ 4 ^♦^^ ♦♦«?♦♦ ♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦ 
ril never love thee more. 

MY dear and only love, I pray. 
That little world of thee. 
Be govem'd by no other fwa^,. 
But pured monarchy ; 
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For if confufion have a part, 

Which virtuous ibuls abhor, 
111 call a fjnod in my heart. 

And nev«r love tliee more. 

As Alexander I will reign. 

And 1 will reign alone,. 
M7 thoughts did evermore difdarn 

A riv^ on raj throne. 
He either fears his fate too much, 

Or his deferts are fmall, 
Who dares not put it to the touch, • 

To gain or lofe it all. 

But I will reign, and govern ftlll, 

And always give the law, 
And haive each fubjcd sft my will, 

And 2^1 to ftand in aw : 
But 'gainft my batt'ries if I find 

Thou ftorm or vex me fore, 
As if thou fet me as a blind, 

Wl never love thee more. 

And in the empire of thy heart,. - 

Where I (hottkl folely be, 
If others do pretend a part, 

Or dares to ihare with me : 
Or committees if thou ereft. 

Or go on fuch a fcore, 
I^ finiling mock at thy negle^, . 

And never love thee more. 

But if no faithlefs a<aion ftain 

Thiy love and conftant word, 
ni make thee famous by my pen, 

And glorious, by my fword. 
ni ferve thee in fuch nuble ways, 

As ne*er was known b-^fore ; 
ni d^ck and crown thy head with bays^--. 

And bvc thee more and more. 
L 3 
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T:he Blackbird. 

UP O N a fair morning for foft recreatioxt, 
I heard a fair lady was making her moailf 
With fighing and fobbing, and fa<l lamentation^. 
Saying, My bhckbi'rd moft royal is flowxk. 
My thoughts they deceive me. 
Reflexions do grieve me, 
And I am o'erburdenM with fad mifery \^ 

Yet, if death (hould blind me,, 
r As true love inclines me, . 

My lliickbirdWLiztk.o\3Xi wherever. he be. 

Once in fair England my blackbird did flouriflr. 

He was the chief flower that in it did fpring ;. 
Prime ladies of honour his perfon did nourifh, 
Becaufe he was the true fon of a king : , 
But fince that falfe fortune. 
Which ftill is uncertain. 
Has caufed this parting between him and me,. 
Hii name I'll advance 
In Spain and in France f 
And feek out niy blackbird^ wherevxrr He be. 

The birds of the foreft all met together. 

The turtle has chofen to dwell with the dove ;: 
And I am rcfolv^d in foul or fair weather. 
Once in the fpring to feek out my love^ 

He's alimy heart's trcafnre, 

My joy and my pleafure ; 
Andjuftly (mj love) my heart follows thee,. 

Who art conftant and kind, 

And courageous of mind, , 
All bllfs on my blackbird^ wherever he be. 

In England raj blackbird and I were together. 
Where he was dill noble and generous of hearit 

Ah ! wo to the time that firft he went thither. 
Alas ! he \f^ forc'd from thence to depart. 
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In Scotland he's dccm*d, 

And highly cftcem'd, 
In England\\t, fecmcth a ftrangcr to be ; 

Yet his fime fhall remain. 

In Frame and in Spain ; 
All blifs to my blackbird^ whepcver he be. 

What if the fowler my hUckhird has- taken, 

Then fighingand fobbiug will be all my tune;. 
But if he IS faft, I'll not be forfakcn, 

And Ixope yet to fee him in May or in yune. 

For him through the fire, 

Through mud and through mire, 
I'll go ; for I love him lo Aich a degree, 

Who is conftant and kind. 

And noble of mind, 
Deferviog all blcfiings, 'vvherevcr he be. 

It is not the ocean can fright me with danger. 

Nor though, like a piigrini, I wander forlorn, 
1 may meet with fritnJfhip cf one is a /Iranger, 
Mors than of one that in Britain is born. 

I pray heaven fj fpacious, 

To Britain be gncinus, 
Tho* fome there be odious to both him and me, 

Yet jay and rcno^ni, 

And laurels ft nil crown 
My blackbird with honour, wherever he be. 

Tak your auld cloak about yoUk 

IN winter w!:cn \ht rain rain'd cauld^^ 
And froft and fnaw on ilica hill. 
And Boreas, tvith his blafls fae bauld,. 
Was threat'ning a* our ky to kill : 
Then Bell, my wife, wha loves na flrifo> 

She faid to me right haftily, 
Gkt up, goodman, iave Crontfi life, 
And tak. your auld cloak about ye. 
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My Cromie is an ufcful, cowy 

And (be is come of a good kine ; . 

Aft has fbe wa the bairns mou, 
' And I am laith that ftie ihou'd tyiiei 

Get up, goodman, it is fou time. 
The fan fhines in the lift fae hie ; 

Sloth never made a gracious end. 
Go uk your auld cloak about ye. 

My cloak was anes a good grey cloak, . . 
■ WhiU it was fitting for my wear ; 
But now it's fcantly worth a groat. 

For I have worn-'t this thirty year ; 
f ct's fpend, the gear that wc have won, ^ 

We little ken the day we'll die : 
Then I'll be proud, fmce I have- fwom, . 

To have anew cloak about me. 

In days when our king .Robert rang, 

His trews they coft but ha*f a crown ; . 
Hcfaid, they were a groat o'er dear, 

And call'dthe taylor thief and loun. 
He was the king that wore a 'crown, 

And thon'rt a man of laigh. degree, . 
^is pride puts a' the country down, . 

Sae tak thy auld cloak about thee. . 

Ex?ery land has its ain laugh, 

Ilk kind of com it has itshool; 
I ihink the warld is a' run wrang. 

When ilka wife her man wad rule ; 
r>o ye not fee Roby Jock, ^nd-Hab, .. 

As they are girded gallantly. 
While I fithurklen in the afe, 

I'll have a new cloak about me. 

Goodman, I wat *tis thirty years. 
Since we did. ane anither ken ; 

Ar*d we have had between us twai 
Of lads and bonny laifcs ten : 
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N0W9 they are women grown atid mca» 

I wi(h and pray well may they be ; 
And if you prove a good huHyand, 

E'en tak your auld cloak about ye* 

i?er//, my wife, (lie loves na ftrife ; 

But (he wad guide me, if the can, 
And to maintain an eafy life, 

I aft maun yield, though I'm goodmatl i 
Kought's to be i^'on at woman's handf 

Unlefs ye give hef a' the plea ; 
Then I'll leave zff w*here I began* 

And tak mj auld cloak about me* 

TAe Quadruple AlFtance* 

■Tune, 'Jocky hlyth and gap, ' 

SWIFT, Sandy ^ Youngs and Gay^ 
Are dill my heart's delight, 
I fing their fangs by day, 

And read dieir tales at night. 
If frae their books 1 be, 
*Tis dulnefs then with me ; 
But when thefe flars appear. 
Jokes, fmiles, and wit ihine clear.^ 

Swft with uncommon ftile. 

And wit that flows with eafe 
laftrudls us with a fmile, 

And never fails to pleafe. 
Bright Sandy gladly fmgs 
Of heroes, Gods, and kings : 
He well defcrves the bays. 
And every Briton* s praifc. 
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While thus our Homer flxines : 

Toung^ with Horacian flaifie^ 
Corre^s thefe falfe dcfigns 
We pufli in love of fame. 
Blyth Cvy in pawky ftrains, 
Makes villains, clowns, and fwaios 
Reprove, with biting leer, 
Thofe in a higher fphere. 

Snuifti Sandyy Toungy and Gay^ 

Long may you give delight ; 
Let all the dunces bray, 
. You're far above their fpite : 
Such, from a malice fourf 
Write nonfenfe, lame and poor,^^ 
Which never can fucceed, 
For» Who the traih will read I 
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THE 

T E A-T A B L E 

M I S CELL AN Y. 

PART It 

She fung — the youth attention gave, 

jind charms on charms efpies : 
Vhen all in raptures falls a flave. 

Both to her voice and eyes. 

To C L A R I N D A. 

A S O N G. 

Tune, / IViJh my Love *Wi're in a Mire* 

BL EST as the immortal gods is he, • 

Theyauth ivho fondly Jits by thee. 
And hears and fees thee all the nxikile 
Softly f peaky and fwectly fmilcy &c. 
80 fpoke and fmird the eaftern maid ; 
Like thine, feraphic were her charms, 
That in CircaJ/ia's vineyards ftray'd, 
And bleft the wifeft monarch's arms. 

A thoufand fair of high defert, 
Strave to enchant the amorous king ; 
But the Circajpan gain'd his heart. 
And taught the royal bard to iing. 
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Clarinda thus our fang mlpires, ' ^', 

And claims the fmooth and higheft lays. 
But while each charm oar bofom fires. 
Words feem too few to found her praifc. 

Her mind in ev'ry grace complete, 
To paint furpaflcs human ikill : 
Her majcfty, mixt with the fweet, 
Let feraphs fmg her if they will. 
Whilft wondVing with a ravifh'd eye, I 

We all that's perfeft in her view, 
Viewing a filler of the fky, . ■ 

To whom an adoration's due. 
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Tune, Lcchaher no more. 



nr? AREWELL to Lochnher, ar.d farewell my Jean^ 
JC Where heartfome with thee I've mony day been j 
For Lochaher no more, Lochaher no more. 
We'll may be return to Lochaher no more. 
Thefe tears that I fhed, thtv are a' for my dear. 
And no for the dangers attending on weir. 
Though bore on rough feas to a far bloody {here. 
May be to return to Lochaher no more. 

Though hurricanes rife, and rife ev'ry wind. 
They'll ne'er make a tempeft like tJiat in my mind. 
Though loudell of thunder on louder waves roar. 
That's naething like leaving niy love on the fhore. 
To leave thee behind me, mj heart is fair pain'd. 
By eafe that's inglorious, no fame can be gain'd. 
And beauty and love's the reward of the brave. 
And I mutt defcrve it before I can crave. 

Then glory, -my jfeavy, maun plead my ercnfe, 
-biace honour commands nis, how can I rcfiifc I 
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Without it I ne'er can have merit for thee. 
And without thy favour I'd better not be. 
I gae then» my lafk, to win honour and f^nie , 
And if I Ihould luck to come glorioufly hame» 
111 hring a heart to thee u'iih love running o'er. 
And then Til leave thee and Lochahcr no more. 

The auld Goodman. 

LA T E m an evemng forth I went, 
A little before the fun gaed down» 
And there I chanc'd by accident, 

"To light on a battle new begun. 
A man and his wife was fa'n in a ftrife, 

I canna well tell you how it began ; 
But ay ihs wail'd her wretched life. 

And cry'd ever, Alake, my auld goodman. 

H E. 
Thy auld goodman that thou tells of. 

The country kens where he was bom, 
Was but a filly poor vagabond, 

And ilka ane leugh him to fcorn ; 
For he did fpend, and make an end 

Of gear that his fore- fathers wan. 
He gart the poor fland frae the door, 

Sae tell nae mair of thy auld goodmaa. 

SHE. 
My heart, alake, is liken to break, 

When I think on my winfome Joh/ty 
His blinkcn eye, and gate fae free, 

Was naething like thee, thou dofcn'd drone. 
His rofie face, and flaxen hair, 

And a fkin as white as ony fwan, 
Was large and tall, and comely withal, 

And 5iou'k never be like my auld eoodman* 

Vol. I. M 
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H E 
Why doft thou pleen ? I thee maintain^ 

For meal and mawt thou difna want ; 
But thy wild bees I canna pleafe» 

Now when our gear 'gins to grow fcant* 
Of houfehold ftu£FUiou haft enough. 

Thou wants for neither pot nor pan ; 
Of ficlike ware lie left thee bare, 

Sae tell nae naair of thy auld goodman. 

SHE. 
Yes, 1 may tell, and fret my felly 

To think on thefe blyth days 1 had» 
When he and 1 together lay 

In arms into a well-made bed : 
But now I (igh and may be fad, 

Thy courage is cauld, thy colour wan» 
Thou falds thy feet, and {a^s afleep, 

And thou'lt ne'er be like my auld goodman* 

Then coming was tlie night fae dark, 

And gane was a* the light o* day ; 
The carl was fear'd to mifs his mark. 

And therefore wad nae langer ftay. 
Then up he gat, and he ran his way, 

I trowe the wife the day (he wan, 
And ay the o'erword of the fray 

Wjas ever^ jilah^ my auld goodman* 2 

SONG. 

Tune, Valiant JO CKT. 

On a he^utifuly hut very young Lady* 
E A U T Y from fancy takes its arms. 
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And ev'ry common face fome bread may no 
Somein a look, a fbape, or air find charms. 
To jufttfy their choice, oi boaft their love* 
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But had the great Apslles fcen fhat face, 

When he uie Cyprian goddefs drew, 
He had negle^ed sdl the famale race. 
Thrown his firft Venut by, and copied f ott. 
Inthat defign. 
Great nature would combine 
To fix the ftandard of her facred coin ; 
The charming figure had enhanc'd his fame. 
And (hrines been rais'd to Scraphina** name. 

11. 
But fincc no painter e^er could take 

That face which baffles all his curious art ; 
And he that ftrires the bold attempt to make. 
As well might paint the fecrets of the heart ; 
O happy glafs, 1*11 thee prefer, 

Content to be^ like thee, inanimate. 
Since only to be gazM on thus by her, 
A better life and motion would create. • 
Her eyes would infpire. 
And like Prometheus* fire, . 
At once inform the piece and gire defire^ 
Th^e charming phantom I wouUi grafp, and fly 
O'er all the orb, though^in that moment die. 

irr/ 

Let meaner beauties fear the d^iy, 

Whofe charms are fading, and fubmit to time ^ 
The graces which from them it deals away, 

It- with a lavifh hand ftill adds to thine. 
The God of love in ambufh lies, 

And with his arms furrounds the fair. 
He points his conquering arrows in thefe eyesy . 
Then hangs a (harp'ned dart at every hair. 
As with faul (kill, 
Turn which way you will. 
Like Edetfs flaming fword each way you kill ; . 
So rip'ning years improve rich nature's (lore. 
And gives pcrfeftion to the golden ore. P. *'• 
M ^ 
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Lafs with a Lump of Land., 

GI'E xne a lafs with a lump of land, 
And wc for life fhall gang theg^ther,. 
Though daft or wife, 1*11 never demand^ 

Or black or fair, it makfna whether. 
I'm afF with wit, and beauty will fade, 

And bloom alane is na worth a (hilling^. 
JJut ftie that's rich, her market's made> 
For ilka chkrm about her is killing. 

Gi'e me a lafs with a lump of land, 

And in my bofom I'll hug my treafure ;: 
Gin I had anes her gear in my hand,. 

Should love turn dowf, it will find pleafure* 
Laugh on wha likes, but there's my hand, 

I hate with poortith, though bonny, to meddle^ 
Unlefs they bring cafh, or a lump of land, 

They'fe never get me to dance to their fiddle* 

li\\tr€s meikle good love in bands and bags^. 

And filler and gowd's a fweet complexion ; 
Bat beauty and wit, and virtue in rags. 

Have tint the art of gaining affedHon ; 
Love tips his arrows with woods and park$. 

And caftles and riggs, and muirs and meadowes^ 
And naething can catch our modern fparks, 

Biit well tocher'd lalTes, or jpinter'd widows. 

■ — '■-■■■■' ..^ r . ■ > 

The Shepherd Ad^onis. 

L 

TH E fhepherd -/j^e?;;// 
Being weary'd with fport,. 
He, for a retirement, 

To the woods did refort. 
He threw by his club, 

And he laid himfelf cjown v 
He envy'd no monarch, 
Nor wiiW for a crown.. 
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II. 



Ift'drank of the burn. 

And he ate frae the tree> 
Himfelf he eojoy'd. 

And frae trouble was free. 
He wifli'd for no nyniph» 
Though neTcr lae fairt 
Had nae love nor ambition^ 
Add tbetefore no care. 

III. 
Bdt as he la^ thus 

In an ev'ning fee clears 
A.heav'nly fwect voice 

Sounded faft in his ear ; 
Which came frae a fhady 

Green neighbouring grove, , 
Where bonny Aminta 

Sat ihaging of love. . . 

IV. . 
He wandered that way^ 

And found wha was thefe, . 
He was quite confounded 

To fee her fae.fair : 
He ftood like la ftatue, 

Not a foot couM he move. 
Nor knew he what gri^v'd him; 

But he fear'd it was love. 

V. 

T&^ nymph ihe heheld him 

With a kind modeft grace,- 
Seeing fomething that ^eafed her 

Appear in his face^ 
With blufhing a little 

She to him did fay, 
Oh (hephet'd ! what want ye. 

How came you this w^iy ? 
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VI. 

His fpirits reviving, 

He to h*r rcply^d, 
I was ne'er fae furprisM 

At the fight of a maid,u 
Until 1 beheld thee 

From love I was free : 
But now Pto ta*en captiv^j 

My faireft, by thee. 

The Complaint. 
To B. I. G- 

Tune, H^/;cn ethfent^ &c. 
HEN abfent from the nymph I Ibv^ 
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I'd fain lliakc off the chainsl wear f 
But whilft I ftrive thefe to removcj 

More fetters I'm obligM to bear- 
My captiv'd fancy day and night 

Fairer and fairer reprefents 
Belinda form'^d for dear delight, 

But cruel caufe of my complaints. 

All day I wander through the groves,. 

And fighing hear from ev'ry tree 
The happy birds chirping their loves, 

Happy, compared with lonely me. 
When gentle fleep with balmy wings 

To reft fans ev'ry weary'd wight, 
A thoufand fears my fancy brings. 

That keep me watching aU the night.- 

Sleep flies, while like the goddefs fair^ 

And all the graces in her train, 
With melting fmiles and killing air 

Appears the caufe of all my pain. 
A while my mind delighted flies 

O'er all her fweets with thirling joy, 
Whilft want of worth makes doubts ariie> 

That all my trembling hopes deftroy. 
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Thus while my thoughts are fix*d on her, 

I'm all o'er tranfport and defire ; 
Mj pulfe beats high, my cheek appears 

All roies, and mine eyes, all fire- 
When to myfclf 1 turn my. view, 

My veins grow chill» my cheek looks wan-: 
Thus whilft my fears my pains renew, 

I fcarcely loobor move a man> 

The young Laji contra auld Man* 

TH E carl he came o'er the craft. 
And his beard new fhav'n. 
He look'd at me, as he'd been daft. 

The carl trows that I would hae him. 
Howt awa, I winna hae him I 

Na, forfooth,. I winna hae him I 
For a* his beard new (hav'n,. 
Ne'er a bit will I hae him; 

A filler broach he gac me nieft. 

To faften on my curchea nookcd,i 
£ wor'd a wee upon my breaH ; 

But foon, alake !. the tongue o't crooked;. 
And fae may his, 1 winna hae him, 

Na, forfooth, I wrana hae him, 
Ane twice a balm's a lafF's jefl ; 

Sac ony^ fool for me may hae him. 

The carl has ^a fault but ane ; 

For he has land and d&Uars plenty ;. 
But wa's me for him ! fkin and bane 

Is no for a plump lafs of twenty. 
Howt awa, I winna hae him, 

Na, forfooth, I winna hae him^ 
VThat fignifies his dirty figgs, 

And cafh^ without a miox with them i 
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Bttt fliOQ'd my cankard dadj gat 

Me tak him 'gainil inj incIioatiott» ^. 
I warn the fuznbler ta beware. 

Hat amlers dbna claim their ftatioiu .. 
Hiowt awa, I winna hae him I . 

Na, fosfoothy I winna hae him ! 
I'm fiee'd to crack the haly band» . 

S'4t lawty fays, I ihou'd na hae hum :. 

Virtue and W i r. 
Tie Prefervatives of Love and Beauty. . 
Tune, Killikranly. 
H E. 
O N F E S S tfiy love, fair l)lufliing maid, 
^j For fince thine eyc^s confenting, 
Thy fafter thoughts are a* betray'd. 

And na fays- na worth tenting. 
Why aims thou to oppofe thy mindj . 

With words thy wifh denying ? 
Since nature made thee to be kind, , 
Reafon allows complying. 

Nature and reafon's joint confeht . 

Make love a facred hlefling, 
Then happily that time is fpent, - . 

That's war*d on kind carefling. 
Come then, my Katie^ to my arms, 

rU be nae mair a.TOver %- 
But find out heaven in a- thy charmS) ■. 

And prove a faithful lover. 

S H E. 
What you defjgn, by nature's law,- . 

Is fleeting inclination, 
That Willy Wifp bewjlds us a» 

By its infatuation. . 
When thatr goes out, carefles tire, 

And love's na mair in feaibn, 
S^e weakly we blow up the fire> 

WitkaU.our boafted reafi»k . 
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. HE. 

The beauties of inferior caft 

May ftart thi» jiift refFe^ion ; 
But charms, like thirie, maun always 'tafl^. 

Where wit has the protedtioiu 
Virtue and wit, like y//r/7ray$^ 

Make beauty rife the fweetcr ^ 
The langer then on thee I gaze» 

My love will grow completer.. 



I 
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Tune, TJk happy Chom. 
T was the charming month oiMay^ 



When all the flow'rs were frefliand gt}v 
One morning by the break of day. 

Sweet Chloc^ challe and fairly 

From pea«tM fiumber fhe arofei . 
Girt on her Muitle and her hofe,. 
And o*er the flow^i-y meadffie goes^ 
To breathe a purer air. 

Her looks fo fweet, io gay her mein> 
Herhandfome fhape, and drefs £b cleaav 
She looL'd all o^er like beauty's queen^. 
Dre(l in her bell array. 

The gentle winds,. and purling (Ireami 
Aflay'd to whifper Chlo^s name, 
The favage beafts, till then ne'er tame^ 
Wild adoration pay. 

The featiicr'd people, one might fee, 
Pcrch'd allaround her on a tree,. 
With notes of fweeteft melody 

They adl a cheerful part.. 

The dull flaves on the toilfome plow. 
Their wearied necks a«d knees dp bowj. 
A glad fubje^on therothey vow. 

To pay with aU.tbeir heart*. 



tio SONG &. 

The bleating flocks tKat then came hjt 
Soon as the charming nymph they fpy^ 
THcy leave their hoarfe and rueful cry, 

And dance around the brooks. 

The woods are glad, the meadows fmile. 
And Fcrtif that foam'd and roar'd ere while^ 
Glides calmly down and fmooth as oil, 

Through all its charming crooks* 

The finny fquadrons are content 
To leave their wat'ry element. 
In glazie numbers down they bent. 
They flutter all along. 

The in{e<fb, and each creeping thmg» 
JoinM to make up the rural ring ; 
AU friik and dance, if (he but ung; 

And make a jovial throng. 

Kind Phehus now began to rife, 
And paint with red the eaftern (kies» 
Struck with the glory of her eyes. 

He mrinks behind a cloud. 

Her niantle on a bow (he lays. 
And all her glory (he dtfplays, 
She left all nature in amaze, 

And &ip'd inta the wood. JL 

Lady Anne Bothwell^s Lament.. 

ALOW, my bay, ly ftill and deep, 
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It grieves me fore to hear thee weep ; 

If thou'It be filent, I'll be glad. 
Thy mourning makes my heart full fad, , 
Balow, my boy, thy mother's joy. 
Thy father bred me great annoy. 
Ba/onVf my hoy^ ly ftill and fleep^ 
Jt grieves fne fore to hear tbce *weef^^ 
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Balow, my darling, deep a while, 
And when thou wak'il then fwectlj fmile ; 
But fmile not as thy father did. 
To cozen maids, nay God forbid ; 
For in thine eye his look I fee. 
The tempting look that ruiu'd me. 
Sa/onVi sny hoy^ &c. 

When he began to court my Iotc, 
And with his fugar'd words to move. 
His tempting face, and flattering cheari 
In time to me did not appear ; 
But now I fee that cruel he 
Cares neither for his babe nor me. 
Balovj, my boy^ &c. 

Farewell, farewell, thou falfeft youth, 
That ever kifsM a woman's mouth, 
Let never any after me. 
Submit unto thy courttfy : 
For, if they do, O ! cruel thou 
Wilt her abufe, and care not how. 
Bahw, vy bcy^ dec 

I was too cred'lous at the £r/(, 
To yield thee all a maiden durft. 
Thou fworefor ever true to prove. 
Thy faith unchanged, unchanged thy love ; 
But quick as thought the change is wrought, 
Thy love's no more, thy proroife iK>u^t* 
Balowj niy boy^ &c. 

1 wifh I were a maid again, 
From young mens flattery I'd refrain. 
For now unto my grief I find, 
They all are pcrjur'd and unkind ; 
J^ewitching charms bred all my harms, 
Witnefs my babe lies in my arms. 
BMiftnUf my boy^ &c. 

1 take my fate from bad to worfe. 
That 1 muft Rceds be uow a nviriie;. 
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And lull my young^fon on my lap. 
From me» fwcet orphan, take the pap. 
BaloWf my child, thy.moUier mild 
Shall wail as from all.blifs exil'd. 
Balcw^ ffty bey, &c* 

Balowy my boy, vrccp not for me, 
Whofe greateft grief's for wronging thee. 
Nor pity her deferved fmart. 
Who can blame none but her ^nd heart ; 
For» too foon truing lateft Ends, 
With faired tongves are falfeft minds. 
Balciv, my hoy, &c. 

Balow,my boy, thy father's fled. 
When he the thriftlefs fon ha^play'd. 
Of vows and oaths, forgetful he 
PreferM the wars to thee and me. 
But now, perhaps, thy curie and mine 
Make him eat acorns with the fwine. 
BalonVy My hoy^ &c. " 

But curfe not hiM, perhaps now he. 
Stung with remorit, is blefling thee : 
Perhaps at death ; for who can tell, 
Whetlier the Judge of heaven or hell. 
By feme proud foe has (Iruck the blow^ 
And laid the dear deceiver low. 
Ba/oTiV, 7ny hoy, &c. . 

I wifh I were into the bounds. 
Where he lies fmother'd In his wounds. 
Repeating, as he pants for air, 
My name, whom once he calPd liis fair. 
No woman's yet fo fiercely fet. 
But (he'll forgive, though not forget,. 
Balonvy 7ny boy^ &c. 

If linen lacks, for my love's fake, 
Then quickly to him would I make 
My fmock once for his body meet. 
And wrap him in that winding iheet* 
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All me ! how happy had I been, 
if he had ne'er been wrapt therein? 
Balovjf my boy, &c. 

Balow, my boy, I'll weep for rhce ; 
7'oo foon, alake, thou'lt weep for me : 
Thy griefs are growing to a fum, 
God grant thee patience when they come ; 
Bom to fuftain thy mother's (hame, 
A haplefs fate, a baftard's name. 

Balow f my boy 9 ly fiill and fleep^ 

It grieves mc fore to hear thee nueep^ X. 
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She raife and loot me in. 

Ttl E night her fdent fable wore* 
And gloomy were the (kies; 
Of glitt'ring ftars appcar'd no more 

Than thofe in Nelly's eyes. 
When at her father's yate 1 knock'd, 

Where I had often been, 
She, flirouded only with her fmock, 
Arofe and loot me in. 

Faft lock'd within her clofe embrace, 

She trembling ftood a^am'd ; 
Her fwelling breaft, and glowing face, 

And ev'ry touch enflam'd. 
My eager paffion I obey'd, 

RefoU'd the fort to win ; 
And her fond heart was foon betray 'd 

To yield and let me in. 

r 

Then, then, beyond expreffing, 

Tranijporting was the joy ; 
I knew no greater bleding. 

So bleft a man was I. 

Vol. L N 
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And fhe, all ravifh'd with delight, 

Bid me oft come again ; 
And kindly vow'd, that ev'ry night 

iJhe'd rife and let me in. 

But ah ! at lafl (he prov'd with bairn, 

And fighing fat and dull. 
And I that was as much concern' d, 

Look'ci e'en juft like a fooL 
Her lovely eyes with tears ran o*er. 

Repenting her rafh (in : 
She figh'd and curs'd the fatal hour, 

That e'er flie loot me in. 

But who cou'd cruelly deceirc. 

Or from fuch beauty part : 
I lov'd her fo, I could not leaY« 

The charmer of my heart ; 
' But wedded, and conceal'd our crime : 

Thus all was well again, 
And now (he thanks the happy time 

That e'er fh^. loot me in. Z. - 

SONG. 

If Lwe^s a fxucet Pafftdn^ 

IT lovt*s a fweet paffion, why does it torment ? 
If a bitter, O tell rtie whence comes my complaint? 
Since I fufFer with pleafure, why fhould I complain. 
Or grieve at my fate, fmce I know 'tis in vain ? 
Yet fo pleafing the pain is, fo foft is the dart, 
That at once itboth woundsme, and tickles my heart. 

I grafp her hands gently, look languifhing devm. 
And, by pafflonatc filence, I make my love known. 
But oh! how Pm blefs'd when fo kind (he does prove, 
By fome wQling miftakc to difcovcr her love. 
When in ftriving to hide, (he reveals aii her flame. 
And our eyes tell each other what neither 4are name. 



SONGS- 115 

How pleafiTig is beauty ? how fwcet are the charms! 
How delight tul embraces ? how peaceful her arm* ? 
Sure there is nothing fo eafy as learning to love ; 
'Tis taught us on earth, and by all things above : 
And to beauty's bright ftandard all heroes muft yielJ, 
For 'tis beauty that conquers, and wins the fair field, 

«^* ♦♦♦♦ ^ 4^ ♦♦*► 4^ ♦jS ^ 'I* ♦♦♦♦♦♦ ♦?V* 

John Ochiltree. 

HONEST man, Join Ochiltree ; 
Mine ain auld John Ochiltree^ 
Wilt thou come o'er the moor to me. 

And dance as thou was wont to do ! 
Alake^ alake, I lu^nt to dof 

Ohony ohon ! I nmnt to do / 
Nona ivont to do* i anvtry /rae me, 

Frae/tlfy auld John Ochiltree. 
Honed man, John Ochiltree ; 

Mine ain auld John Ochiltree : 
Come anes out o*er the moor to me, 

And do but what thou dow to do. 
jilaket alakel Idoivtodo! 

Walcfmays I I do*w to do ! 
7o ivhoft Hind birple o*er iny tree^ 

My bonny moor-po^ty is a* I may do, 

Walaways ! John Ochiltree^ 

For mony a time I tell'd to thee. 
Thou rade fae faft by fea and land ; 

And wadna keep a bridle-hand ; 
Thou'd tine the beaft, thy fell wad die, 

My filly auld John Ochiltree. 
C<>Tne to my armsy my bonny things 

/Indchear me up to hear theejing; 
And tell tfie o'er «' nx)e hae done^ 

For thoughts maun now my life Jiijiain* 
N 2 .. 
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f 

Gae thy ways ^o^n Ochiltree: 

Hac done 1 it lias nae fa'r wi* me. 
I'll let the bead in throw the land, 

She'll may be fa* in a better hand, . 
Even fit thou there and drink thy fill^. 

For ni do as I wont to do ilill. Z. 

««^ "^1 «^> «^> ^^> «<>» «4^ vc>> ttfkt.*^^ «<» t^t i^ t^> H^<»> t«^ vcpi t^i «CK 

SO N G. 

Tune, Jenny heguiPd the Wahjter. 

The auld chorus. 

Up flairs y ^do^nftairsy 

Timber flairs fear me^ 
Vm laith to ly a* night my lane, 

And Jbhnny's bedflte near mei 

OMither dear, I 'gin to fear, 
Though I'm baith good and bonny,. 
1 winna keep ; for in my deep, 
1 flart and dream of Johnny i 
When Johnny then comes down the glen,. 

To woo me, dinna hinder ; 
But widi content, gi* your confcnt, 
For we twa ne'er can finderl 

Better to marry, than mifcarry ; 

For {ha me and^aith^s the elink o'C, 
To thole th€ dool, to mount the ftool, 

I downa bide to think o't ; 
i3ae while 'tis time I'll fhun the crime^ 

That gars poor Epps gae whinging,. 
With haunches fow,.and een fae blcw^.. 

To a' the bedrals hinging. 
Had Eppy^s apron bidden down^ 

The kirk had ne'er a kend it ; 
But when the word's gan^ thro' the towtt 

Alake I how can ihe mend it I 
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Now Tarn maun facd the mioider. 

And (he maun mount the pillar : 
And that^s the way that they maun gac, 

For poor folk has nae filler. 

Now ha'd your tongue, my daughter yoUBg^ 

Replied the kindly mither» ' 
Get Johnny^ s hand in haly band. 

Syne wap your wealth together, , 
I*m o' the mind, if he be kind, 

Ye'U do your part difcreetly ,» 
And prove a wife, will gar his h'fe, » 

And barrel run right; fwectly. . 

SO N G. 

Tiihe, Wat ye rj^ha I met yeftreen^ &c. 

OF all the birds whofc tuneful throats 
Do welcome in the verdant ^ring, 
I far prefer the Siirling^s notes, 
And think {he does moft fweetly {ing% . 
Nor thrulh, nor linnet, nor the bird. 
Brought from the far Ctf«^r^ coaft. 
Nor can the nightingale afford, 
Such melody as fhe can boaft. 

When Ph^bus fouthward darts his firesr 
And on our plains he looks afkance. 
The nightingale with him retires, 
My Stirling n>akes my blood to dance.^ 
;In fpite of HyeiH^s nipping froft. 
Whether the day be dark or clear, 
Shall I not to her health entoaft, 
Who makes it fummer all the year f 

Then b7 thyfelf, my lovely bird, 

rii ftrokc thy back, and kifs thy brcaft : ^ : 

And if you'll take my honeft word,. 
Aji j&credas before the prieft,. 



T2^ SO N^ G S^ 

1*11 brmg thee whex^ I will dcvife 

Such various ways to plcafure thee. 

The velvet fog thou wilt defpife. 

When on the dtmny-hilU *Ciith mci. T. R: 

s. e^ N G. 

7i /// o<mn Tune^ . 

IN January laftj 
On Munandy at morn,-. 
As through the fields I paft, , 

To view the winter com, 
1 looked luc behind,. 

And faw come o'^r the know,. 
And glancing in her apron, 
With a bonny brent brow* 

Lfaid, Good-niorrow fair maid,. 

And (he right courteoufly 
Ketum'd a beck^ and kindly faid,. 

Good, day^ fnveetjir^ to you. 
I fpcarM, my dear, how.far awa 

Do ye intend to g^e ? 
Quoth fhe, I mean a mile or twa 

Out o'er yon broomy brae 

HE. 
Taif maid, Vtn thankfu' to my fate,. 

To have fic company ; 
for I'm ganging ftraight that gate,. 
^ , Where ye intend to be. 
iirhen we had gane a mile or twain, . 

1 faid to he;;. My d6w, 
Mby we not lean us on this p!ain|. 

And kii$ your bonoy mou% , 
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SHE. 
Kind Sir, ye are a wee miftane ;. 

For I am nane of thefe, 
I hope ye fome mair breeding ken^ 

Than to ruffle womens daife : 
Por may be I have chofen anc, 

And plighted him my vow, 
Wha may do wi' me what he likes^ . 

And kifs my bonny mou'. 

H E, 
Na, if ye are contrafted, 

I hae nae mair to fay :: 
Rather than be rejcdled^ 

I will gie o'6r the play ; 
^nd chufe anither will refpc^ 

My love and on me rew ; 
And let me clafp her round the nccki , 

And kifs her bonny mou'. 

S H E. 
O fir, ye are proud hearted, 

And laith to be faid x\zy^ . 
Elfe ye wad ne'er a ftarted 

For ought that I did fay 4. 
IPoT women in their modetly, 

At firft they winna bow ; 
But if we like your company, . 

We'll prove as kind as yotu Zr 

S O N G. 

V 

Tune, rtl never leave thei^ . 

GNE day Jiieard Mary fay. 
How (hall Heave thee ? 
Stay deareft Adonis, day. 
Why wilt thou grieve mc? 
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Alas i mj fond heart will break. 

If thoa ftbuldO: leave ma 
III live and die for thj fake ; 

Yet never leave thee. 

Say» lovely JdoniSi fay, 

Ha» Mary deceived thee ! 
Did e'er her young heart betray 

New love, that has griev'd thee ? 
My conftant mind ne?er (hall ftray, . 

Thou may believe roe. 
I'll love thee, lad, night and day, . 

And never leave thee. 

Adonh<t my charming youth, - 

What can relieve thee ? 
Can Mary thy anguifh footh \ 

This bread (hall receive thee. - 
My pafldon can ne'er decay. 

Never deceive thee :- 
Delight fhall drive pain away, \ 

PlcafureTcvivethep? ' 

But leave thee, leave thee, lad, . 

How fhall Heave thee? 
O ! that thought makes me fad, 

1*11 never leave thee. 
Where would my Adonis fly ? 

Why does he grieve me ? 
Alas ! my poor heart wiU dicj 

If Ilhouldleavcthee. 



Sleepy Bodj, Drowfy Body^ 

SOMNOLENTe, qtutfi^ reffint€ 
Vigila^ vivat^ me tange. 
SotnnolentCj qtutfof reptntt 
VigiU% vivCf me tafige. 
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Cum fJte amhiehat^ 

Videri folebas 
jimoris ncgotiks apttu ; 
At fastis tnarituSf 

In le6lofopitus 
Somno es^ baud amore^ tu capture 

O fleepy body, 

And drowly body, 
O >¥iltuna waken and turn thee : 
To drivel and draunt, 

While I /igh and gaunt, 
Gives me good reafon to fcom thee. 

When thou fhouldft be kind, 

Thou turns fleepy and blind, 
And fnotters and fnores far frae me. 
Wae light on thy face, 

Thy drowfy embrace 
Is enough to gar me betray thee. t2« 

^ SK ^iU g gR^ 'Jii gg y ■! tiig jn 

General Lefsly^s March to Longmaftoa 

Moor. 

MARCH, march^ 
Why the d — do ye na march I 
Stand to your arms, my lads, 
Fight in good order, 
Fxont about, ye muiketeers all, 
Till ye come to the Englijh border, 

Stand till't, and fight like mei^. 

True gofpel to maintain, 
The parliament blythe to fee us a' coming* . 

When to the kirk we come, 

We'll purge it ilka room, 
Frae Popijh reli<fts, and a' fic innovations^ 

That a* the warld may fee. 

There's nane i' the right but vrc,. 
Of the auld ScQttiJh aatiooi 
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yenny Oiall wear the hoody 
Jocky the fark of God ; 
And the kid fou of whiftlcs, , 
l^at make dc a deirOi 

Our pipers braw, . 

Shall hae them a% . 

"Whate*^er come on it,\ 

Bu(k up your plaids, my Iads»'-. 

Cock .up your bonacts. - 
Marchj nrnrchf SiQ*- . 4^^ 

S O N G. 

Tiinc, r II gar ye he fain to follow me. 

H E. 

AD I £ U» faramrhile, my natrre green plains^ 
My neared relations, and neighbouring fwainH • 
Dear Nelly, frae thefe Td ftart eafily free, 
Were minutes not age$> while abfeat frae thee* 

S H K 
Then tell me the reafon thou does not obey 
The pleadings of love, but thus hurriefi away i^ 
Alake* thou deceiver, o^er plainly I fee^ 
A lover fae roving will never mind me* 

H E. 
The reafon unhappy, is owing to fate 
That gave me a being without an e(Ute» 
Which lays a neceffity now upon me, 
To purchafe a fortune for pleafure to thee* 

SHE. 
Small fortune may fervc where love has the fway, 
Then Johnny be counfelPd nae langer to dray, 
For while thou proves conftant in kindnefs to mei . 
Contented I'll ay find a treafure in thee* 

HE. 
O ccafc, my dear charmer, elfe foon Pll betray 
A weakneis unmanly, and quickly give way 
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*ro fnndnefs which may prove a ruin to thee, 
^ pain to us baich and difhonour to me. 

Bear witnefs, ye dreams^ and witnefs, ye floweret 
Bear witnefs, ye watchful invifible powers. 
If ever my heart be unfaithful to thee. 
May nae thing propitious e'er (mile upon inc. 

S O N G- 

To the Tunc of, 

BUS K ySy hvfi yey my bonny bride ; 
Bnjk ycy hii^ye^ i^y bonny mar rem ; 
Bu/k yey bu/k ye^ 7?iy bonny bride^ 

Bujk and go to the braes of Yarrow : 
There will we fport. and gather dew. 

Dancing while lavrocks fmg the morning ; 
There learn frae turtles to prove true ; 
O Belly ne'er vex me with thy fcorning. 

To weftlin breezes Flora yields, 

And when the beams Are kindly warming, 
Blythncfs appears o'er all the fields, 

And nature looks mair frefh and charming. 
JLearn frae the byms that trace the mead. 

Though on their banks the rofes bloflbm. 
Yet haftily they flow to Tweedy 

And pour their fweetnefs in his bofom. 

Hade yc, hafte ye, my bonny Belly 

Hade to my arms, and there Til guard thee, 
With free coiifent my fears repel, 

I'll with my love and care" reward thee. 
Thus fang ITaftly to my fair, 

Who rais*d my hopes with iind relentbg. 
O queen of fmiles, I aik nae mair, 

Since now my bonny B^U^s co&fentmg. 
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Corn Rigs are bonny* 

MY Patie is a lover gay, 
His mind is never muddj. 
His breath is fweeter than new hay. 

His face is fair and ruddy. 
His fhape is handfome, middle Hze ; 

He's (lately in his wawking ; 
The fhining of his een furprifc ; 
'Tis heaven to hear him tawking. 

Lad night I met him on a hawk. 

Where yellow corn was growing. 
There mony a kindly word he fpake. 

That fct my heart a glowing. 
He kifs'd and vowM he wad be mine, 

And loo'd me beft of ony ; 
That gars me like to (ing finfync, 

corn rigs are bonny. 

Let maidens of a filly mind 

Refufe what maift they Ve wanting. 
Since we for yielding are defign'd, 

We chaftly fhould be granting ; 
Then I'll comj)ly, and marry P^/^, 

Andfyne my cockernony; v. 
He's free to touzle aire or late, 

Where com rigs are bonny. 

Cromlet's Lilt. 

SINCE all thy vows, falfe maid. 
Are blown to air, 
And my poor heart bctray'd 
To fad defpair. 
Into fome wildernefs, 

* My grief'I will ciprcfe, 
And thy hard heartednefs, 
O cruel fair. 
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Have I not graven our loves 

On every tree : 
Is yonder ipreading groves, 

Tho'felfetboube? 
Was not a folemn oath 
Plighted betwixt us both. 
Thou thy faith, I my troth, 

Conftant to be ? 

Some gloomy place I'll End, 

Some doleful jSiade» 
Where neither fun nor wind 

E*€r entrance had : 
Into that hollow cave. 
There will I figh and ravci 
Becaufe thou doft behave 

So faithlefsly. 

Wild fruit fhall be my meat, 

I'll drink the (pringf 
Cold earth fhall be my feat : 

For covering 
I'll have the ftarry fky 
My head to canopy, 
Until my foul on high 

Shall fpread its wing. 

I'll have no funeral fire, 

Nor tears for me : 
No grave do I defire, 

Nor obfequies : 
The corteous Redhreafth^ 
With leaves will cover me, 
And fing my elegy 

With doleful voice. 

And when a ghod I am, ' 

rilvifitthce, 
O thou deceitful dame, 

Whofc cruelty 
Vol. I. * O 
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Has killM the kindeft heart 
1'hat e'er felt CupU's dart. 
And never can delert 

From loving thee. X. 

SONG. 

We'll a' to Kelfo go. 

AN I'll awa to bonny Tisscedjide . 
And fee my deary come throw, 
And he fall be mine, 
Giffae he incline, 
For I hate to lead ape^ below. 

While young and fair, 

I'll make it my care, 
To fecure my fell in a jo ; 

I'm no fic a fool 

To let my blood cool. 
And fyne gae lead apes below. 

Few words, bonny lad, 

Will eithly perfuade, 
Tho' blafhlng, I daftly fay, no, 

Gae on with your drain. 

And doubt not to gain. 
For ^ hate to lead apes below. 

Unty'd to a man, 

Do whatever we can, 
We never can thrive or dow : 

Then 1 will do well. 

Do better wha will, 
And let them lead apes below. 

Our time is precious, 
And Gods are gracious 
Tliat beauties upon us beftow ; 
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'Tis not to be thought, 
We got them for nought, 
Or to be fet up for a fhow. 

*Tis carried by votes, 

Come kilt up your coats. 
And let us to Edinburgh go. 

Where ihe that's bonny 

May catch a Johnny^ 
And never lead apes below. 

William and Ma r o a r £ t« 

An old Ballad. 

>/nri W A S at the fearful midnight heur, 

X. When all were faft afleep, 
In glided Margaret^ s grimly ghollf 

And flood at WillianCs feet. 

Her face was pale like April mom ;' 

Clad in a wintry cloud ; 
And clay- cold was her lily hand 

That held her fable ihroud. 

So (hall the faireft face appear. 

When youth and years are flown ; 
Such is the robe that kings mufl wear, 

When death has reft their crown. 

Her bloom was like the fpringing flow'r, 

That fips the filver dew ; 
The rofe was budded in her cheek, 

Juft opening to the view. 

But love had, like the canker worm, 

Confum'd her early prime : 
The rofe grew pale, and left her cheek \ , 

She dy'd before her time. 
O 2 
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Awake ! — ^fbe cry'd, thy true love ealls^ 
Coxne from her midnight grave i 

Now let thy pity hear the xnaid^ 
Thy love refusM to fave. . 

This is the dumb and dreary hour^ 

When injured ghofts complain. 
And aid the fecret fears of night. 

To fright the faithleis man. 

Bethink thee, JVilliamf of thy faulty 

Thy pledge and broken oath. 
And give me back my maiden-vow^. 

And give me back my troths 

How could you (ay my £ice was hkf 

And yet diat face forfakc ? 
How could you win that virgin- heart,. 

Yet leave that heart ta break ? 

Why did you promife love to me. 

And not that promife keep ? 
Why faid you, that my eyes were bright. 

Yet left thefe eyes to weep ? 

How coHld you fwear, my lip was fweet,. 

And made the fcarlet pale ? 
And why did I, young witlcfs maid. 

Believe the flattering tale ? 

That face, alas ! no more is fair ; 

Thefe lips no longer red ; 
Dark are my eyes, now closed in death,. 

And ev'ry charm is fled. 

The hungry worm my fifter is ; 

This winding- iheet I wear; 
And cold and weary lafts our night. 

Till that lad mom appean. 

But hark ! — ^the cock has wam'd me hence—* 
A long and late adieu ! 
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C6ine fee* falfe man, how low Oie lies, 
That dj'd for love of you. 

The brk fung out, the monxing fmiTdi , 

And raisM her gliflVing head ; 
Pale ^///itfiw quak'd in ev'ry limb 1 

Then, raving, left his bed. 

He hy'd him to the fatal place j 

Where Margaret's body lay. 
And ftrctch*d him o'er the green graft tnrf * 

That wrapt hex breathlcfs clay. 

And thrice he called on Margaret's name> . 

And thrice he wept full fore : 
Then laid his cheek on her cold grave, . 

And word fpoke never more. ■ ■ D. M. 

Thjb Complaint. 

THE fun was funk beneath the hill, 
The weftern cloud was lin*d with gold : 
Clear was the iky, the wind was ftill, 

The flocks were penn'd 'within the fold ; 
When in the filence of the grove. 
Poor Damon thus defpair^d of love.* 

Who fecks to pluck the fragrant rofe, , 

From the hard rock or 00Z7 beech ; 
Who from each weed xhat barren grows, 

£xpe<fls the grape or downy peach ? 
With equal faith may hope to find 
The truth of love in womankind. 

No flocks have I, nor fleecy care, 

No fields that wave with golden gram, ., 

No paftures green,.nor gardens fair, 
A woman's venal heart to gain. 

03 
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Then all in vain my fighs muft prove, 
Whofc whole eftate, alas ! is love. 

How wretched is the fidtliful youth. 

Since womens hearts are bought and fold ! 

They afk no vows of facred truth ;. 
Whene'er they figh, they figh to gold. 

Gold can the frowns of fcorn remove ;— 

Thus I azn fcorn'd, — ^who have but love.. 

To buy the gems of Indians coaft. 

What we;ilth, what richci would fufiicc ? 
Yet Indians fhore (hould never boaft. 

The luftre of thy rival eyes ; 
For there the world too cheap muft prove ; 
Can I then buy ?— who have but love. 

Then, Mary^ fmce-nor gems nor ore 
Can with thy brighter fclf compare^ 

Be jnft, as fair, and value more, 
Than gems or ore a heart fincere : 

Let treafure meaner beauties prove ;. 

Who pays thy worth muft pay in love. 
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Tune, Montrofe* Lines.^ 

ITofs and tumble through the night. 
And wifli th* approaching day> 
Tliinking when darknefs yields to lights 

I'll banifh care away : 
But when the glorious fun doth rife. 

And chears all nature round. 
All thoughts of pleafure in me dies f 
M J cares do iiill abound. 
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Iff tortur'd and uneafy miad 

Bereaves me of my reft ; 
Mj thoughts are to all pleafuf e biifidy 

With care I'm ftill oppreft : 
Bat had I her within my breaft. 

Who gives me £6 much pain, 
My raptured foul would be at reft. 

And fofteft joys regain. 

Pd not envy the god of war, 

Bleft With fair Venus* cliqrms, 
Nor yet the thundering Jupiter 

In fair Akmena^s arms ; 
Faris^ with Helm^s beauty bleft. 

Would be a jed tn me ; 
If of her charm.-* 1 were poflTeft, 

Thrice happier would 1 be. 

lut fmce the gods do not ordain 

Such happy fate for me, 
1 dare not *gainft their will repine, 

Wh6 rule my dei^iny. 
With fprightly wine I'll drown my care, 

' And cherifh up my foul ; 
Whene'er I think on my loft fair, 

1*11 drown her m the bowl. I. H. Jamalc^^ 

The Deceiver. 

WITH tuneful pipe and hearty glee. 
Young Waty wan my heart \^ 
A blyther lad yc couldna fee, 
All beauty without art. 
His winning tale 
Did foon prevail 
To gain my fond belief; 
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Bbt foon the fwain 
Gangs o'er the plain. 
And leaves me full, and leaves me full,: 
And leaves me full of grief. 

Though Colin courts with tuneful fang, , 

Yet few regard his mane : 
The lafTes a' 'round Waty thrang. 
While Ce^/zV/ left alane: 

In Aberdeen 

Was never fecn 
A lad that gave fie pain. . 

He dally woos. 

And flill purines. 
Till he does all, till he does all/. 

Till he does all obtain. 

But Toon as he has gsun^d the blifir^ . 

Away then does he run 
And hardly will a£Ford a kifs» 
To filly me undone : 

Bonny Katy^ 

Maggy^ Beaity^ , 
Avoid the roving fwain ; . 

His wyly tongue ^ 

Befure.to fhun, i. 
Or yon like me, or you like me» \ 

Like me will be undone* . Z. 

Sweet Susan. 

Tune, Leader- haughs. 

L 

TH E mom was fair, faft was the air. 
All nature's fwects were fpringing ; . 
The buds did bow with filver dew. 
Ten thoufand birdi were finging : 
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When on the bctit, with blythe content. 

Young Jamie fang hi» marrow, 
Nae bonnier lafs e'er trode the gnifft 

On Leader-haughs and TWrr#w. 

11. 

How fweet her face, where ev'ry grace 

In heavenly beauty's planted ; 
Her fmiling een, and comely mein 

That nae perfcdion wanted. 
I'll never fret, nor ban mj fate. 

But bleis my bonny marrow ; 
If her dear fmilc my doubts beguile. 

My mind fhall ken nae forrow. 

HI. 

Yet though fhe's fair, and has full (hare 

Of every charm inchanting, 
Each good turns ill, and fbon will kill 

Poor me, if love be wanting. 
O bonny lafs f have but the grace 

To think, ere ye gac furder. 
Your joys maun flit, if ye commit 

The crying fm of murder. 

IV. 
My wandering ghaift will nc^er get fcft^ 

And night and day affright ye ; 
But if ye're kind, with joyml mind, 

I'll ftttdy to delight ye. 
Our years around with love thus crown'd. 

From all things joys fhall borrow ; 
Thus none fhall be more bleft than we 

On Liader-baughs and Tam*\ii* 

V. 

O fweeteft SUEt 'tis only you 

Can make life worth my wilhes^ 
If equal love your mind can move 

To grant this bcft of bliffbs*. 



144 SONGS. 

Thou art my fun, and thy leaft frown 

Would blad me in the blo^om : 
But if thou (hine, and make me thine» 

I'll flourilh in thy bofom. 

C O WD O N - K N O W S. 

WHEN fummer comes» the fwalns on Tnoecd 
Sing, their fucccfsful loves. 
Around the ewes and lambkins feed» 
And mufic fill? the groves. 

But my Ibv'd fbng is then the broom 

So fair on Co^tkn knows i 
For fure fo fweet, fo foft a bloom 

Elfcwhere there never grows.. 

There Colin tun'd his oaten reed. 

And won my yielding heart ; 
No (hepherd e'er that dwelt on Ttueed 

Could play with half fuch art. 

He fung of Tay^ of Fortb^ and ClydCf 

The hills and dales all round. 
Of Leader- haughs^ and Leader-Jidc^ . 

Oh ! how 1 blefs the found \ 

Yet more delightful is the broom 

So fair on Convdon- knows ; 
For fure {q frefh, fo bright a bloom , 

Elfewhiere there never grows. 

Not Thht braes fo green and gay 

May with his broom compare,' 
Not Tarreix) banks in flow'ry May^ 

Nor the bufli aboon Traquair. 

More pleafing far are Cowdon knonus^ 

My peacefisl happy home. 
Where I was wont to milk my ewesv. 

At ey'» among the broom. 
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Ye powers that haunt the woods and plains 

Where Tnueed with Tivlot Bows, 
Convey me to the beft of fwains. 

And my lov'd Cordon- kncwj, Q. 

Sandy and Betty. 

SAND T in Edinburgh was born, 
As blythe a lad as e'er gadc thence : 
Betty did Stafford Jhire adorn 

With all that's lovely to the fenfe. 

Had Sandy ftill remained at hame, 

He bad notblinkt on Bettys fmile ; 
For why ? he caught the gentle flame 

On this fide Tnueed full many a mile. 

She, like the fragrant violet. 

Still flourifh'd in her native mead : 
He, like the ftream, improving yet 

The further from his fountain head: 

The ftream muft now no further ftray ; 

A fountain fix'd by Venm^ power 
In his clear bofom, to difplay 

The beauties of his bordering flower. 

When gracious Anna did unite 

Two jarring nations into one, 
She hade them mtitually unite, 

And make each other's good their own. 

Henceforth let each returning year 

The rcfe and thiftle bear one (lem : 
The thiftle be the rofe's fpear. 

The r(2/^the thiftle* s diadem. 

The queen oi Britain* s high decree, 

The queen of love is bound to keep ; 
Anna the fovereign of the fea, 

F^nus the daughur of the deep. W. B^. 
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O JD E 

To Mrs. A. R. 

Tune» Lw^s Coddefs in a Myrtk Crow* 

NO W fpring begins her fouling round. 
And laviui paints th' enamcrd ground ; 
The birds now lift their chearful voice^ 
And gay on every bough rejoice : 
The lovely gracej hand in hand . 
Knit faft in love's eternal band. 
With early (lep, at morning dawn. 
Tread lightly o'er the dewy lawn. 

Wherever the joMXhfvlJiften move, 
They fire the foul to genial love : 
Now, by the river's painted fide, 
The fwain delights his country bride ; 
While pleas'd, ihc hears his artlefs vows, 
Each bird his feather'd confort woos : 
Soon will the ripcn'd fummer yield 
Her various gifts to every field. 

The fertile trees, a lovely (how ! 
With ruby tinftur'd birth fliall glow; 
Sweet fmells from beds of lilies bom 
Perfume tlie breezes of the mom : 
The fmiling day and dewy night 
To rural fcencs my fair invite ; 
With fummer fweets to feaft her eye. 
Yet foon, foon will the fummer fly. * 

Attend, my lovely maid, and know 
To profit by ih* inftru<5live (how, 
Now young and blooming thou appears 
All in the flourifh of thy years : 
The lovely bud (hall foon difclofe 
To every eye the blu(hing rofc ; 
Now, now the tender ftalk is feen 
With beauty frelh, and ever grees. 
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But V hen the funny hours arc pad. 
Think not the cozening fcene will lad; 
Let not the flatt'rer hope perfuade. 
Ah ! muft I fay, that it will fade > 
For fee the fammer flies away. 
Sad emblem of our own decay I 
Now winter from the frozen Nortk 
Drives fwift his iron chariot forth. 

His grizly hands in icy chains 
Fair Tnueeda^s filver ftream conftrains. 
Cafl up thy eyes, how bleak and bare 
Jie wanders on the tops of Taref 
Behold his footileps dire are feen 
Confeft o'er cv'ry withering green ; 
Griev'd at the fight^ when thou flxak fe« 
A fnowy wreath to clothe each tree. 

^Frequenting now the ftream no more. 
Thou flies difpleas'd, the frozen (horc. 
When thou (halt mifs the flowers that grew 
But late, to charm thy ravifti'd view \ 
Then fhall a figh thy foul invade, 
And o'er thy pleafures caft a (hade : 
Shall I, ah ! horrid ! wilt thou fay. 
Be like to this fome other day ? 

Yet when in fnow and dreary froft 
The pleafure of the flelds is loft. 
To blazing hearths at home we run, 
\nd fires fupply the diftant fun ; 
n gay delights our hours employ, 
ind do not lofe, but change our joy. 
lappy ! abandon every care, 
lead the dance, to court the fair. 

) turn the page of facred bar^^s, 
s drain the bow], and deal the carJs. 
cities thus wiih witty friends 
Gniles the hoary feafon ends, 
when the lovely white and red 
m the pale afliy cheek is fled} 
'OL. I. P 
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Then wrinkles dire, and age fevere 
Make beauty Ay, we know not where. 

The fair, whom fates unkind difarm. 
Ah ! muft they never ceafe to charm ? 
Or i& there left fome phafing art 
To keep fccure a captive heart ? 
Unhappy love ! may lovers fay, 
Beauty, thy food, docs fwift decay ; 
When once that fhorl-liv'd ftock is fpcnt. 
What is't thy famine can prevent ! 

Lay in good fenfe with timeous care. 
That love may live on wifdom^s fare : 
Though extajy with beauty flies, 
Efleem is born when beauty dies. 
Happy the man whom fates decf ee 
Their richeft gift in giving thee ; 
Thy beauty (hall his youth engage. 
Thy wifdom fhall delight his age. 



w 



Horace, Book L Ode IL 
To W. D. 

Tunc, Willy was a 'wanton Wag. 
ILLY, ne'er enquire what end 



The Gods for thee or me intend 5 
How vain the fearch, that but beftows 
The knowledge of our future woes ? 
Happier the man who ne'er repines. 
Whatever lot his fate aiCgns, 
Than they who idly vex their lives 
With wizards and inchanting wives. 

Thy prefcnt years in mirth employ. 
And confecrate thy youth to joy ; 
Whether the fates to thy old fcore 
Shall bounteous add a winter more. 
Or this ihalllay thee cold in earth 
That rages o'er the Pentknd firth. 
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Ko more with I/amff the dance to lead ; 
Take my advice, ne*cr vex thy head. 

With blythe intent the goblet pour. 
That's facred to the genial hour. 
In flowing wine ftilV warm thy foul. 
And have no thoughts beyond the bowl. 
Behold, the flying hour is loft, 
For time rides ever on the poft, 
Even while we ipeak, even while we think^ 
And waits not for the landing driak. 

Collect thy joys each prefcnt day, .j 

And live in youth, while beft you may; 

Have all your pleafures at command. 

Nor truft one day in fortune's hand. 

Then ff^i/fy, be a wanton wag, 

If ye wad pleafe the lafTes braw. 

At bridals then ye'U bear the bragv ' 

And carry ay the gree awa*. ■ 

The Wioow. 

THE widow can bake, and the widow can brew. 
The widow can fhape, and the widow cam fewj 
And mony braw, things the widow can do ; 

Then have at the widow, my laddie. 
With courage attack her baith early and late. 
To kifs her and clap her you manna be blate ; 
Speak well and do better, for that's the beft gate 
To win a young widow, my laddie. 

The widow flie's youthfu*, and never ae hair 
The waur of the wearing, and has a good ikair 
Of every thing lovely, (he's witty and fair. 

And has a rich jointure, my laddie ! 
What could you wlfli better your pleafure to cr«w|i| 
Than a widow, the bonnieft toaft in the town. 
With nacthing, but draw in your ftool and (it do^wn^ 

Aad fporl with the widow, mr laddie ; 
F 1 
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Then till^er and kUl *cr with courtcfy dead, 
Though (lark love and kindnefs be all ye can plead ;. 
Be heartfome and airj, and hope to fucceed 

With a bonny gay widow, my laddie. 
Strike iron while 'tis het, if yeM have it to wald, 
For fortune ay favours the adtive and bauld, 
But ruins the wooer that's thowlefs and cauld, 

UnEt for the widow^ my laddie. 

Thb Highland La«sie. 

THE la wland maids gang trig and fine. 
But aft they're four and unco fawcy -, 
Sae proud, they never can be kind 

Like my good humour'd highland lalEe.^ 
my bonnjff bonny highland lajjie^ 
My hearty fmiling highland laffie^ 
May never can male thee iefsfair^ 
But bloom of youth Jiillhlefs my lajpe^ 

Than ony lafs in borrows- town, 
Wha mak their cheeks with patches mottle^ 
I-d tak my Katy but a gown, 

bare footed in her tittle coatic, 
Q my bonny t &c. 

Beneath the brier or brecken buOi, 
Whene'er I kifs and court my dauty j 
Happy and blythe as ane wad wifh, 

My fiighteren heart gangs pittie-pattiek. 
O my bonnjf &c. 

O'er higheft heathery hills I'll ftcna 
With cockit gun and ratches tenty. 
To drive the deer out of their den,^ 

To feaft my lafs on diflics dainty. 
my honny^ 5cc. 
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There*s nane (hall dare by deed or wo;rd 
*Gaiaft her to wag a tongue or fi9ger> 
While I can weild my trufty fword. 

Or firae my fide whiflt Ottt a whiijgcr, • 
O^my honnyy &c. 

The mountains cled vtlxh purple blopiDy 
And berries ripe, invite my ^eafurc 
To range with me ; let great fowk gloom. 

While wealth and pride confound their pl^afiirei^ . 

O my Benny, bonnf highland ia^te^ '. . 
My lovely fmiling highland iaffie^ 
May never care make thee k/f fairf 
But blootn ^f youth Jiill hlefs my laffie. - 

J6.CKY blythe and gay. 

BLYTHE Jo'cly ' young and gay. 
Is all my heart's delight j ^ 

He's all my talk by day. 

And all my dreams by night. 
If from the lad I be, 
*Tis winter then with me ; . 
But when he tarries here,. 
*Tis fummer all the year. • 

When I and Jocky met 

Firft on the flow'ry dale, - 
R^ht fweetly he me tret, 
And love was all hii tale* , 
You are the lafs, faid he^ 
That (law my heart frae me > 
O eafe me of my pain. 
And never fhaw difdain* 

Well can my jfocky kythe » 

His love and courtefy, 
He made my heart full blythe ; 

Wheiihe £rit fpake to me. 
Fa; 
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HUfoit I ill deny'd. 
He kifs'd, and I' comply^d : 
Sae Jocky promis'd me. 
That he wad faithful br. 

Vm glad' when Jocky comes. 
Sad when he gangfr away ; 
TTis night when Jo3cf glooms,- 
Snt when he fmiles 'tis day; 
* When our eyes meet, I pactj^. 
I colour, figh and faint ; 
What lafs that wad be kmd^. 
Can better tell^ her mind ?: ^. 

Hand away from me^ DonakL 

OCome away^ come away, 
Come away wi' me, Jeanj / r 

Sic frowns. I canna bear frae ane 

Whafe fmiles anes ravifli'd me, Jtnny ;j^ 

If you'll be kmd, you'll never find 
That ought {aUX alter me, Jinny; 

For youVe the roiftrefs of my mind, 
Whate'er you think of me, Jenny 4 

Eirft when your fwcets-cnfl^iv'd my hearty 

You fecm'd to favour me, Jenny; 
But now, alas \ you adt a part 

That fpeaks inconftancy, Jenny; 
Inconftancy is fic a vice, 

'Tis not befitting thee, Jenny /. 
It fuits not with your virtue nice. 

To carry fae to me, Jenny ^ 

Her Anjwen. 

OHaud away, hand away, 
Haud away frae me, Jbonald; 
Your heart is made o'er large for ane^ 
U is jsotmcct for me^ JOonaU; 
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Some fickle miftrefs job may find 

Will jilt as faft as thee DonaU; 
To ilka fwain (he will prove kind. 

And ' nae lefs kind' t&'tHee» Donald. 

But Pve a heart that's naething fuch». 

'Tis fin*d with honeay, Donald i 
1*11 ne'er love money, 1*11 love much, 

I hate all levity, Donald. 
Therefore nae mair, with art, pretend 

Yonr heart \z chain'd to mi ne, DonaU}. - 
For words of falfehood PU defend^ 

A roving love like ilmey.Dona/d, 

Fir ft whcn'you courted, I muft own. 

I frankly favoured you, Donald ; 
Apparent worth and fair renown, 

Made me believe you true, Donalds 
Ilk virtue then feem'dto adorn 

The man efteem'd by me, Donald t 
But now, the maik falPn aff, I fcom 

To ware a thought oa thee, DonakL 

And now, for ever, had away, 

Had away from me, Donalds 
Gae feek a heart that's like your ain, 

And Gome nae mair to me, Donald; 
For I'll referve my fell for ane^ 

For ane that's liker me, Donald; 
If ftc a ane I ' canna find, 

I'll ne'er loo man, nor thee, Donalds 
DONALD. 
Then I'm thy man, and falfe report 

Has oaly tald a lie, Jenny; 
To try thy truth, and make us fport. 

The talc was rais'd by me, Jenny^ 
JENNY* 
When this ye ptrove,^nd ftill can love^ 

Then come away to me, Donald; 
I'm well content, ne'er to repent 

That I kjive imird on thect Demdd* % 
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Todlen butf^ and Todlen hen. 

WHEN Pvc a fixpencc trader mj thumbs 
Then 111 get credit in ilia town : 
lilt ay when I'm poor they bid me gang by ; , 
O ! poverty parts sood company. 
Todlen hame^ toMen bamCf 
Coudna my loove come todlen hthnt f : 

Fair fa* the goodwife, and fend her good fale^ , 
She gi'es us white bannocks to drink her ale. 
Syne if that her tippenny chance to be fma\ , 
We'll tak a good fcour o'c and ca't awa> . 

Todlen hame^ todlen hafn$y 

As round as a neep come, todkn home* 

My kimmer and I lay down to fleep» , ' 

And twa pint- ftoups at oar b9d's feet ; 

And ay when we waken'd, we drank theto dry r ; 

What think ye of my wee kimmer and I ? 
Todlen butt y and todlen hen, 
Sae round as my loove comes todlm hante. 

Leczc me on liquor, my todlen dow, 
Ye're ay fae good humour'd whep wceting your mou; 
When fbber, fae four, yc*ll %ht with a nee. 
That 'tis a blythe fight to the bairns and me. 

When todlen hdme^ todkn hame% 
When round as a neep ye come todlen home* . Z* 



7he auld Mtni s heji Arpment. 

Tune, Widons), areyenvanMu^ ' 

OWha's that at my chamber- door ? 
" Fair widow, are ye wav^ktn J*^ 
Auld carl, your fuit give o'er, 
Vour love lies a' in Uwking« 



SONGS. ijs 

Gi't me a lad that's young and tight. 

Sweet like an jfpn/ meadow ; 
'Tis iic as he can bkfs the £ght» 

And bofom of a widow. 

*• O widow, wilt thou let me in ? 

*' I'm pawky, wife and thrifty, 
** And come of a right gentle kin ; 

" I'm little mair than fifty." 
Daft carl, dit your mouth. 

What fignifies how pawky. 
Or gentle born ye be — ^bot youths 

In love you're but a gawky. 

** Then widow let thefe guineas fpeak> 

" That powerfully plead clinkan, 
" And if they fail my mouth I'll fteefc* 

** And nae mair love will think on.'* 
Thefe court indeed, I maun confefs, 

I think they make you young, Sir, 
And ten times better can exprefs 

Affection, than your tongue, Sir. - 

The Peremptor Lover* 
Tune, John Anderfon, my Jo* 

^Op* IS not your beauty, nor your wit^ . 

JL That can my heart obtain ; 
For they could never conquer yet, 

Either my breaft or brain : 
For if you'll not prove kind to me. 

And true as heretofore. 
Henceforth I'U fcorn your flave to bc^ 

Or doat upon you more. 

Think not my fancy to o'ercome^ 

By proving thus unkind ; 
No finoothed fight, nor fxniling frowUi^ 

Can fatisfy my miad« 
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Pray let PlaUmcs play fuch pranks. 

Such follies I deride ; 
For love, at lead, 1 will have .thanks^ 

And fomething elfe belide. 

Then open hearted be with me. 

As I (hall be with you, 
And let our Adions be as free. 

As Yirtue will allow. 
If you'll prove loving, 1*11 prove kind. 

If true, 1*11 conftant be ; 
If fortune chance to change your min^ 

I'll turn aflbon as ye. 

Since our afiedHons well ye know. 

In equal terms do (land, 
•Tis in your power to love or no> . 

Mine's likewiiie in my hand.^ 
Cifpenfe vrith your aufterity, 

Inconftancy abhor. 
Or, by great Cupid*s dcitfi 

I'll never love yott more*. 



^**«©* 



Wbafs thai Ujfou. 

Tunc, Tifeglanesng of her Jifrau 

MY Jeany and I have toil'd 
The live-lang fimmer daf, 
Till we almoft were Q>oil'd 

At making of the hay, : 
Her kurchy was of holland clear, 

Ty'd on her bonny brow, 
I whifpcr'd fomething in her car; 
But what's that to you \ 

Het dockings were of Kerjy green, . 

As tight as ony filk : 
O £c a leg was never feen. 
Her fksa was white aa mVlkv. 
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Her hair was black as ane could wiih| 

And fweet, fweet was her roou^ 
Oh ! Jeany daintily can kifs ; 

But what's that to you \ 

The rofe and lily baith combing 

To make m^ Jeany fair, 
There is nae bennifon like mine, 

I have amaift nae care ; 
Only I fear my Jeany^s face. 

May caiife mae men to rue. 
And that may gar me (ay, alas ! 

But what's that to you ? 

Conceal thy beauties if thou can 

Hide that fweet face of thine. 
That I may only be the naan 

Enjoys thefe looks divine. 
O do not proftitute, nxj dear. 

Wonders to common view. 
And I with faithful heart fhall fwear, 

Por ever to be true* 

- King Solomon had wives encw. 

And mony a concubine ; 
But I enjoy a blifs mair true, 

His joys were fhort of mine; 
And Jeany* s happier than they. 

She feldom wants her due. 
All debts of love to her I pay. 

And what's that to you ? Qj^ 

S O N G. 

To the abfent Florinda. 
Tunc, ^een of Sheba^s March. 

COME, Florinda i lovely charmer. 
Come and fix this wav'ring heart ; 
Let thofe eyes my foul rekindle, 
£'cr I feel Uxc^^ ^orciga dart. 
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E «a& W&7 £kjies lecore me, 

CS LtL WU1T2 thy OTCf 

r\i, bv" 3LV arg ^jafTMii^ 
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A Baclunal SONG. 

COM2: !i«% 55 tie rjrnrh that I love, 

>^ir. » nvm 3se. iCTTxrw^ be gone, 
AI ,ii««T? Jbit 3< ^^Ic JLianc and gay. 

V iHtht :fit y^ tb< ^Itfo arcund. 
^ ^ '.i ^irk tUl cvrr t Ac« be ruckfj. 
•-Ma ^ ,,^ ^^^j K>m>w5 are drown'd. 



SONGS. 15> 

My foul now to lov^ is difToIving, 
Oh fate ! had I here my fair charm sr, 
I'd clafp her, I'd clafp her fo eager. 
Of all her difdain I'd diiarm her. 

But hold, what has love to do here 
With his troops of vain cares in array ^f 
A vaunts idle penfive intruder,. — 
He tnaniphs> he mil not away. 

I'll drown him, come, give me a bumper ( 
Young Cu^idf here's to thy confufion.— 
Now, now he's departing, he's vanqui(h'dy 
MJcu to his anxious delufion. 

Come, jolly God Sacchm^ here's to thee ; 
Huzza boys, huzza boys, huzza^ 
Sing lo, fmg lo to Bacchus^-- 
Hence, all ye dull thinkers, withdraw* 

Come, what fliould we do but be jovial i 
Come tune up your voices and fmg j 
What foul is fo dull to be heavy. 
When wine fets our fancies on wing I 

Come, Pegafus lies in this bottle, 
He'll mount us, he'll mount us on high, 
Each of us a gallint young Perfeutf 
Sublime we'llafcend to the (ky. 

Come mount, or adieu, I arlfe. 
In feas of wide aether I'm drown'd. 
The clouds far beneath me are failing, 
I fee the fpheres whirling around. 

What darknefs, what rattling is this ? 
Through Ckaos* dark regions I'm hurl'd. 
And now, — oh my head it* is knockt 
Upon fome confounded new world. 

Now, now thefe dark (hades are retixing. 
Sec yonder bright blazes a ftar. 
Where am I ! — behold the Empyrean^ 
With flaming light ftrcaming from far. 1. "^ • Q^^ 

Vol. i. q^ 
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TaMrs. A. C. 
A S -O N G. 

Tunc, ^11 in the Downs, 

WHEN beauty blazes heavenly bright. 
The mufc can no more ccafc to fmg, 
Thancan the lark vith rifing light, 

Her notes negledl with drooping wing. 
The morning ihines, harmonious birds mount high : 
The dawning beauty fmiles, and poets fly. 

Young Annie*! budding graces claim 

Th' infpired thought, and fofteil lays ; 
And kindle in the bread a Hame, 
Which muft be vented in her praife. 
Tell us, yc gentle (hepherds, have you fecu 
E'er one fo like an angel tread the green ? 

. Ye youths, be watchful of your^ hearts ; 
When ihe appears, take the alarm : 
Love dn her beauty points his darts, 
.And wings an arrow from each charm. 
Around her eyes and fmiles tiie graces fportf 
And to her fnowy neck and breaS refort. 

But vain muft every caution prove ; 

When fuch inch anting fweetnefs (bines, 
The wounded fwain muft yield to love, 
And wonder, though he hopelefs pines. 
Such flames the foppiih butterfly fhould (ku8$ 
The eagle's only fit to view the fun. 

She's as the op'ning lily fair ; 

Her lovely features are complete ; 
Whilft heaven indulgent makes her (hare 
With angels aU that's wife and fweet. 
Thefe virtues which divinely deck her nund, 
JExaJt each other of th' inferior kind. 
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Whether Ae love the rural fcenes. 

Or fparkle in the airy town,' 
O ! happy he her favour gains» 
Unhappy ! if flie on him frown. 
The mufe unwilling quits ihe lovely theme. 
Adieu, ihe fings and dirice repeats her name* 

A Pastoral SoNa. 

Tune, Jlfy Apron J Deary. 

^ J A M f E. 

WHILE our (fecks are al-feedingi ^ 
And we're void of carCt 
Comey Sandy ^ let^s tune 
To praife of the fair. 
For, infpir'd by my Sufie^ •> 

I'll fmg in fuch lays. 
That Pan, were he judge, - 
Muft allow me the bays. 

S A N B r* 
While under this hawthonr • 

Wc ly at our eafe, , 
By a muHcal ftream. 

And refrefh'd by the breeze .? 
Of a Zet>hyr fo gentle. 

Yes JaHe^ I'll try 
For to match you and Sufie 

Dear Katie and I. 

Jamiie. . 
<Mi1 my 5a/Kf{b lovely, 

She's without compare^ 
fflie's fo comely fo good, ' 

And fo charmingly fair. 
Sure, the gods were at pains « / 

To make fo complete . 
A nvmph, that for love 

Toercwas n9^er one fo meet i. 
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SjiNoy. 
Oh my Kaffs fo bright. 

She's fo witty and gay ; 
Love, join'd with the graces. 

Around her looks play. 
In her mien flie'^s- fo graceful* 

In her humour fo free ; 
Sure the gods never fram'd 

A maid fairer thsm flio. 

Had my Sufie been there. 

When the fhepherd declared 
For the lady of Lcmnos, 

She had loft his regard : 
And overcome by a prefcnce 

More beauteoufly bright* , 
He had own'd her undone. 

As the darknefs by light. 

S A N » T« 

Not fair HeUn o£ Greece 

Nor all the whole train^ 
Either of real beauties. 

Or thofe poets feign, 
Cou'd be match'd with my KaUtt 

Whofc ev'ry fwcet charm 
May conquer beft judges, 

And coldeft hearts warm : 

J A M I S* 

Neither riches nor honour. 

Or any thing great. 
Do I afk of the gods. 

But that this be my fate^ 
That my Sujte to all 

My kind wifhes comply ; 
Eor with her wou'd 1 live, 

And.witl^her I wou'd die» 
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Then Jock took Jentiy be the hand^ 
And cry'd a fcaft ! and flew a cocjc. 

And made a bridal upo' land. 
Now I have got your Jennj^ quo Joc^. 

Now dame, 1 have your dochter marri'd. 

And tho* yc mak it ne'er fae tough, 
I let you wit (he's nae mifcarriedi 

It's well kend I have gear enoi^ : 

Ane auld gaw'd gloy'd fell owre a \$f^^ 
A fpade, a (peer, a (pur, a fock ; 

WithoQten owfen I have a pieugh : 
May that no fer your Jenny ^ quo Jock t 

A treen truncher, a ram-horn fjpoon, 

Twa butts of barkit blaint leather, 
A graith that ganes.to coble Amxkh 

And a thrawcmik to twine a teathevy 

Twa crocks that moup amaag the hcathcTi 
A pair of branks, and a fetter lock, 

A teugh purfe made of a (ynxMt^fi blather^ 
To had your tocher, Jmf^^ quo Jtckf 

Good elding for our wiRtev fire, 

A cod ofcafF wad fill a cradtp, 
A rake of iron to clat the hire, 

A deuk about the dubs to paddli^ 

The pannd of aa auld led faddje^ 
And Roh myveem hecht me a ftockf 

Twa lufty l^>s to lick a laddie. 
May thir no gain y©ur Jenny^ quo Jock. 

A pair of hames and brechen fine, *. 

And without bitts a briddle rensiey 
A fark made of the IJnkome twine, 

•A- §Ay gi^een cloak that will not Aenale ; 

Mair yet in (lore, — I needna fenziet 
Five hundred flacs, a fendy flock ; 

And are not thae a wakrife meazie^ 
^^«« Ut l»«d with ?^jys amd J^^i ^ 
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Tak thir for my part of the feaft, 

It is well knawin I am well bodln : 
Ye need not fay my part is lea(l» 

Wer they as meikle as they V lodln. 

TTie wife fpeerd gin the kail were ibdiflf . 
When wft have done» tak hame the brok ; 

The roft was teugh as raploch hodin» 
With which they feafted Jenny and Jock. Z. 

♦ ♦♦♦♦♦l^^^^^^^iK^ ♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦ 

SONG. 

TuBe» A, Rock and a nuee picUe Tontf. 

I Have a green pur(e and a wee pickle gowd, 
A bonny piece land and a planting on't : 
It fattens my flocks, and my bairns it has ftow'd s 
Bat the bed thing of a*i5 yet wanting on'C : 
To grace it, and traee it| 
And gie me delight ; 
T« bUfs me, and kifs met 
And comfort my fight. 
With beauty by day, and kindnefs by night, 
And nae oaair my lane gang faunt'ring pn't. 

My CMJfy (he's charming and good as fhe's fair s 

Her een and her Mouth are inchantiiig.fweett 
She fmiles me on fire, hex frowns gie dcfpair; . 
1 love while my heart gaes panting wi'L 
Thou faireft, smd dear<:ft». 
Delight of my mind, 
Whofe gracious expbracet ^ 
By heaven were defign'd 
For happieft tranfports, and blifles refin'4, 
Nae langer delay thy granting fweet. 

For thee, bonny Chrrfty, my (hepherds and hinds» 
Shall carefully make the year's dainties thine^ 

Thus treed frae lafgb vArc, ^hUc lo-rc fills v«i nitad^ , 
Ojat days fliall with pleaiiire and plenty (bine. 
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Then hear me, and chear xnc 
With fmiling confent* 
Believe me^ and give me 
Mo caufe to lamentf 
Since t ne*er can be happy, tUl thou fay, Contentf 
Pm phased with my Jamie^ €snd hejhali be tninc. 

4k>oc<xxx>o<><xxx4k><><x>o<xxx>o<><>o<-{|k 

SON CS^ 

7i /// ain Tune. 

ALTHOUGH I be but a country lafs, 
Yet a lofty mind I bear Oy 
And think myfell as good as thofe 

That rich apparel wear O. 
Although my gown be hamefpiui greyt 

My (kin it is as faft . O, 
As them that fatin weeds do wear» 
And carry their heads aloft O. 

What though I keep my fatlicr*s fheep. 

The thing that muft be done O, 
With garlands of the fineft flowers. 

To made me frae the fun O. 
Whepgthcy are feeding pleafantly, 

Where grafs and flowers do fpring O, 
Then on a flowery bank at noon, 

r fet me down and fing O. 

My Palfley piggy cork'd with fage. 

Contains my drink but thin O, 
No wines do e'er my brains enrage, ^ 

Or tempt my mind to fin O. 
My country curds, and wooden fpocn, 

I think them unco fine O, 
And on a flowery bank at noon, 

I &t me down and dine O. 

Although my parents cannot raife 

Great bags of flaming gold O, 
Like them whafe daughters now- a- days. 

Like fwine are bought and fold O \ 
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Yet my fair bcHif k ftaD keq> 
An honeft heart widuo O ; 

Aad for twice fifty thoafand crowns 
I valoe not a prin O. 

I v£t nae gums xipon my hrnir* 

Ncr diains abo«t my neck O, 
Hot fittaisg rings upon my hands, 

M^ fingersfiraight to deck O ; 
But tor that A to me (hall faV 

And I hare grace to wed O, 
rn keep a jewd worth them a% 

I BMan my maiden-head Q* 



If canny fortune g^pe to me 

The man 1 deany lore 0» 
llioiigh we want gear* I dinna care^ 

My hands I can improTe O, 
Eapofti:^ tor a bleffing (UU 

Detceiuirng from abore O ; 
Then we*il embrace* and fweetly kl&p 

Repeitir.g tales of Iotc O. 

ITo/r, JIaV, gin Lcz^e it benny. 

OWitT, wa!y np the bank. 
And waly, waly down the brae» 
Aad walT, wa!y yon bum €\6c^ 

Where I and my love wont to gar. 
I leaned my back u!>to an ask, 

I thooght it was a tniftr tree : 
Bnt &ft McvwM, and iWe ti hrak. 
Sat my true love did lightly me. 
O waly» wa}y« but lore be bonny» 

A liule time while it is new, 
Bttl when \':$ 3iulJ» it wa^cth cauld^ 
And tAdes aw^T li<e the mcminc dew. 
t"^^'""* ^^v,ld 1 ht2ffe xny head? 
^^ wher^ttone thvMild I kame mr hair > 

^ud Iat4 he'^a u»w Vmn 
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Now Arthur Seat (ball be my bed. 

The (hccts fliall ne*er be fyl'd by me, 
Saint Antot^s well (hall be' my drink, 

Since my true love has forfaken me. 
Martinmas wind, when wilt thou blaw, 

And (hake the green leaves off the tree \ 
O gentle death, when wilt thou come \ 

For of my life I am weary. 

»Tis not the froft that freezes f<rll, * 

Nor blawing fnaws inclemency : 
'Tis not fie cauld that makes me cry, 

But my love's heart grown cauld ta me. 
When we come in by GlaJgo<w town, 

We were a comely fight to fee ; 
My love was clad in the black velvet, 

And I my fell in cramafie. 

But had 1 will before I kifi'd. 

That love had been fae ill to win, 
I'd lock my heart in a cafe of gold, 

And pin'd it with a filver pin. 
Ob, oh ! if my young babe were born. 

And fet upon the nurfe's knee, 
And I my ftU were dead and gane, 

For a maid again I'll never be. Z. 



The Loving Lafs, and Spinning Wheel. 

AS 1 fat at my fpinning- wheel, 
A bonny lad was pafling by : 
I view'd him round, and lik'd him weel. 
For trouth he had a glancing eye. 
My heart new panting 'gan to feel. 
But dill I turn'd my fpinning- wheel. 

With looks all kindnefs he drew near. 
And ftill mair lovely did appear ; 
Vol. I. R 
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^nd round about my lender waile 
ie cbfp'd his arms, and me emhrac'd z 
To kifs my hand, fyne down did knedf 
As I fat at my fpinning wheel. 

My milk white hands he did extol^ 
And prais'd my fingeis lang and fmally 
And (aid there was n^e lady fair 
That ever c^d with me compare. 
Thefe worR into my heart did (leal, 
Y^t ftill Itum'd my fpinning whceL 

Although I feemingly did chide^ 
Yet he wad never be deny'd. 
But dill declar'd his love the mak>, 
Until my heart was wounded fair : 
That I my love could fcarce conceal. 
Yet ftill 1 tum'd my fpinning- wheel. 

My hanks of yam^ my rock and reel, 
My winnels and my fpinning- wheel ; 
He bade me leave them all with fpeed. 
And gang with him to yonder mead : 

My yielding heart ftrange flames did fed^ 
Yet ftill 1 tumM my fpinning- wheel. 

About my neck his arms he laid. 

And whifper'd. Rife, my bonny maid. 

And with me to yon hay- cock go, 

I'll teach thee better wark to do. 
In trouth I loo'd the motion wecl, 
Andloo'talane my fpinning- wheeL 

Ajmang the pleafant cocks of hay, 

1 hen with my bonny lad I lay ; 

What laffie, young and faft as I, 

CouW fic a handlbme lad deny ? 
Thcfe pleafures I cannot reveal, 
-I tat far furpaft the fpinning- wheel. 
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Oh the Marriage of tfie R. H. Lord 
G and Lady K C 

SONG. 

Tune, The Highland Laddie. 

Brigantius. m 

NOW all thf virgin-fweets are mine, 
And all the iSining charms that grace thet f • 
My fair Mslinda^ come, recline 
Upon ipy breaft, while I embrace tliec^ 
And tell without diffembling art, 

My happy raptures in thy bofom': 
Thus will I plant witliin my heart, 
A love thatihall forever bloffom.^ 

Chorus. 
the happy ^ happy ^ hravs. and honnj% 
Sure the gods ^Hl pleased behold ye ; 
TCheir nuork admire^ f> great ^ fo fatr^ 
And nuili in all your joys uphold ye. ■ 

Me LINDA. 

No more I bluih, now that I'm thine, 

To own my love in tranfport tender ;, . 
Since that fo brave a man is mine> 

To my Brigantius I furrendcr. 
By facred ties Pm now to move 

As thy exalted thoughts dire^l me ; 
And while my fmiles engage thy love, 

Thy mamly greatnefi ihall protcd me. ' 
O-thehappy^ &c. 

Brigantius. 
Soft fall thy words, like morning dew. 

New life on blowing flowers bellowing^ . • 
Thus kindly yielding makes me bow 
To heaven^ with grateful fpirk glowing., 
R a 
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My honour, courage, wealth, and wit, 
Thou dear delight, my chiefeft treafure. 

Shall be tmploy'd as thou think'ft fit, 
As agents for our love and pleafure^ 

C the happy ^ &e. 

M E L I N D A. 

With my Brigantlus I could live 

In lonely cots befide a mountain, 
And nature'l^afy wants relieve 

With fhepherds fare, and quaff the fbuntaln*. 
What pleafes thee, the rural grove, 

Or congrcfs of the fair and witty, 
Shall give me pl'eafure with thy love. 

In plains retir'd or focial city. 
the happy ^ 5:c. 

Br I g a n t I u s^ 

How fweetly canfl thou charm my foul, 

O lovely fum of my defires ! 
Thy beauties all my cares controul. 

Thy virtue all that^s good infpires. 
Xnne every inftrument of found, 

Which all thy mind divinely raifes. 
Till fcvcry height and dale rebound , 

Both loud and fweet, mj darling's praife3, 
Q. the happy ^ 5cc. 

Me L I N DA. 

Thy love gives me the brighteft fliine, 

My happinefs is now completed, 
Since all that's generous, great and fine, 

In my Brhantius is united ; 
Tor which Tn ftudy thy delight, 

With kindly talc the time beguiling, 
Anvi round the change of day and nighty 

Fix throughout life a conftant fmiling... 
Q the happy y &c. 
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SONG. 

Tane, JT^'/ Tny heart that 'mJhouM funder, 

AD I E U, yc pleafant fports and plays. 
Farewell each fong that was divtrting y ; 
Love tunes my pipe to mournfiil lays, 
I fing of Delia and Damon* s parting. 

Liong had he lov'd, and long concealed 
The dear, tormenting, pleaiant paffion, > 

Till Delia^s mildnefs had prevailed 
On him to fhew his inclination. 

Juft as the fair one feem'd to give ' 

A patient ear to his love ftory, ■> 
Damon muft his Delia leave, - 

To go in qucft of toilfome glory. - 

Half fpoken words hiing on his tongue, '- 

Their eyes refus'd the ufual meeting ; 
And fighs fuppli'd their wonted fong, 

Thefe charming fouU were chang'd to weeping*. 

Dear idol of my foal, adieu ; 

Ceafe to lament, but ne'er to love me ; 
While Damon lives, he lives for you. 

No other charms (hall ever move me. 

Alas ! who knows, when parted far. ■'^.:.^ 

Yrom Deliay but you may deceive 'j«lC&.,, r ^ - -5- 

The thought deftroys my heart with earii^.^*. • * '^^ ;a 
Adieu, my dear, Ifear, for ever. j>" jk 

If ever I forget my vows, 

May then my giiardian angel leave me | - 
And more to aggravate my woes. 

Be you fo good as to forgive me. ••- 
R3 
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O'er tha Hills and far away. 

JO C K Y met with Jenny fair. 
Aft by the dawning of the day y. 
But Jockynovf is fu' of care, 
Since Jenny ftaw his heart away ; . 
Although (he promisM to be true, , 
She proven has, alake ! . unkind ; 
Which gars poor Jocky often rue, , 
That e'er he lov'd a fickle mind, 
^nd it*J o^eMhe^ hills and far aiuay^ 
Jt^s (fCr the hlHs and far atvay^ 
Jfj G^er the hills' and far aivay^ 
Thenuind has blomm my p(aid amay* 

Now Jocky was a- bonny lad 
As e'er was born in Scotland fair ; 
But now, poor man, he's e'en gane wood, - 
Since Jenny has gart him defpair. 
Young y^Tciy; was a piper's fon. 
And fell in love when he was young ; . 
Bat a' tbe.fprings that he could play, 
Was 6*er the hills and far anuay^ 

And ifs o*er the hills, &c. 

He fung — When firft my Jenny* s face 
I faw, fhe fecm'd fae fa' of grace, 
"^Tith meikle joy my heart was fill'd, 

ys now, alas ! with forrow kill'd.. 

j^hl* was (he but as true as fair, 
*Twad put an end to my defpair, 
Inftead oifthat (be is unkind, 
^ And wavers like the winter wind* 
^ jind ifs o*er the hillsi 8cc. 

Ah ! could (he find the difmal wae^ . 
That for her fake I undirgae, 
She could nae chufe but grant relief. 
And put &n end to a' my grief; 
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But oh ! ihe is as faufe as fair. 
Which caufes a' my fighs and care ; 
But fhe triumphs in proud difHain, 
And takes a pleafure in my pain. 
jifid ft' J Q^erthe hills ^ &c. 

Hard was my hap> to fa* in love 
With ane that does fae faithlcfs provci. 
Hard was my fate to court a maid, j 

That has m^ conftant heart betrayed* 
A thou^nd times to me fhe fware» 
She wad he true for evermair j 
But, to my grief, alake, 1 fay, 
She ftaw^ny heart and ran away. ^ 

And ii*s o'er the hills, &c. 

Since that fhe will nae pity take, . 
I maun gae wander for her fake, 
And, in ilk wood and gloomy grove^ 
I'll fighing fing, Adieu to love ! 
Since fhe is faufe whom I adore, 
I'll never truft a woman more ; 
Frae a' their charms I'll flee awayj^; 
And on my pipe I'll fweetly play. 

O'er hills and dales and far anuay^ , 

Out o'er the hills atidfar aiuay, 

Out o'er the hills and far aivay. 

The *ivind has blanan my plaid cnaay* ^t 

Jenny Nettles,. 

SA W ye Jenny Nettleti 
Jenny Nettles ^ Jenny Nettles f 
Saw ye Jenny Nettles { 

Coming frae the market ; 
Bag and baggage on her back, . 

Her fee and bouutith in her lap ; 
Bag and baggage on her backj. 
And a baby in. her oxten 
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I met ayont the kairnj, 

Jemy NettUs^ Jttmy V^ttbi^ 
Sinfi:ing till her baimy^ 

Riibin Rattle's bafUrd ; 
To flee the dool upo' the ftao1^^. 

And ilka ane that mocks her^ 
She round about feelB RMn eutf . 

To ftap it in bis oxter. 

Py , fy ! Rohin Rattlt^ 

Robin RattUy Robin Raftle ; ; 
"Ejftjl Robin Rat t/e^ 

Ufe Jenfjy Nettles kindly.: ^ 
Score out the blame, and ihtin the ihame> ^^ 

And without mair debate o*t, ^■ 

Take hame your wain, make yemy £un 

The leel and leefome gate o't. 

©><xx>»<xx®><><!@SSKffi®><><®><x><^^ 

J o c K Y ' s fou and J e n n y ' s fain* 

JOCKY fou, ^enny fain, 
yenny was nae iU to gain» 
She was couthy, he was kind, 
And thus the wooer tell'd his mind* 

yemy^ PU nae mair be nice, 
Oi'e me love at ony price ; 
1 winna prig for red or white» 
Love alane can gi'e delyte. 

Others feek they kenna what, 
In looks, iti carriage, and a' that f 
Give me love, for her I court : 
Love in love makes a' the fport. 

Colours mingl'd unco fine> 
Common motives lang fmfyne» 
Never can engage my love, 
Vntil mj fancy firft approve* 
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It is na meat but appetite 
That makes our eatifig a deHght ; 
Beaut J is at bed deceit ; 
Fancy only kens nae cheat; Q> 

Leader Haughs and Yarrow- 

WHEN Pi^ct5ai bright the azure (kics, 
With golden rays enlight'neth. 
He makes all nature's beauties riie. 

Herbs, trees and flowers he quick'neth : 
Amongff all thofe he makes his choice. 

And witJi delight goes thorow, 
With radiant beams and filver dreams^. 
Arc Leader Hanghs and l^arrcw. 

When Juries the day and night 

In equal length divideth, 
Auldfrofty Saturn takes his flight^ 

Nae langer he abideth : 
Then Flora queen, with mantle green^. 

Cafts aflF her former forrow. 
And vows to dwell with Cerej fell! 

In Leader Haughs and TarroFW* 

Pan playing on his aiten reed, 

And Ihepherds him attending, 
Do here refort their flocks to feed. 

The hills and haughs commending 
With cur and kent upon the bent. 

Sing to the fun, Good- morrow. 
And Iwear nae fields mair pleafures ylel'd^. 

Than Leader Haughs and Yarra^w, 

An houfe there ftands on Lsadgr fide^ 

Surmounting my defcriving. 
With rooms fae rare, and windows faiTf., 

Like Dedalus^ contriving : 
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Men paffing by, do aftcn cry> 

In footh it hath nae marrow; 
It (lands as fweet on Leader (ide^ 

As Newark dots on Tarro*ibi, 

A mile below, wha lifts to ride, 

They'll hear the mavis finging ; 
Into St. Leonardos banks (he'll bide^ 

Sweet birks her bead o'er hinging : 
Thelintwhite loudj and progne proud^ 

Witb tuxreful throats and narrow 
Into St. Leonard's l^nks thcjr fing^ 

As fwcetly as in Tarr^^, 

The lapwing Kftedi o'dr the lee,. -;• 

With nimble wing fhe fportetfi. 
By vows (he'll (fee w frae the tree 

Where PhHomel refortcth : 
By break of day, the lark can fay^. 

I'll bid you a good morrow, 
FU ftreek my wing, and mouBting Ciig» . 

O'er Leader Ha»ghs and Yarrow. 

Park^ fTanioft^'VM'wtf and W^den-ckug^^ 

The eaft and weftem Mainfet, 
The wood of Lauder's fair enough* ~ 

The corns are good m BUinJhes^ 
Where aiu are fine, and fald be kiadf. 

That if ye fearch all thorow 
Uearnsf Buchauy Mar nane better arjs 

Than Leader Hsiughs and Tarro^* 

hi Burn Mi/i Bog-znd Whltjlade (haws» . 

The fearfiil hare (he haunteth» 
Brig'haugh and Braidnnoodjheil Ac fcnawS| . 

And C^apei'Weod frtqnenteth* 
¥et when (he irks, to Kaidjfy birks 

She rins, and (ighs for forrow. 
That (he (hou'd leave fweet Leader Maughf 

And cannot via to T^rravu - 
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IVhat fweeter tnuHc wad ye hear, 

Than hounds and beigles crying ? 
The ftarted hare rins hard with fear^ 

Upon her fpeed relying. 
JBut yet her (Irength it fails at lengthy 

Nae bieldtng can fhc borrow 
In S$rrel*s field, Cleckman or Haj^s^ 

And fighs to be in Tarrcm. 

Tot Rack<9)oody Ring^ooii Spoty^ Shag^ 

With iight and fccnt pnrfue her. 
Till ah ! her pith begins to fiag, 

Nae cunning can refcue her. 
Cer dub gpd dyice, oVr feugh and fybi^ 

She'll rtm the fields all thorow, 
''TiU faiPd (he fa's in Leader Haughty 

And bids farewell to Tarronu, 

Sing Erflington and ComidfinknQ<\us^ 

Where Homes bad anes commanding : 
And Drygrange with thy milk-white ews, 

*Twixt Tweed and Leader (landing : 
The bird that flies through Reedpath trees,. 

And Gledfwood banks ilk morrow. 
May chant and fing, Sweet Leader Haugks^ 

And bonny howms of Tarro'w. 

But minftrel Burn cannot afwage 

His grief, while life endureth. 
To fee the changes of this age, 

That fleeting time procureth ; 
For mony a place (lands in hard ca(<^ 

Where blyth fowk kend nae forrow^ * 

With Homes that dwelt on Leader fide. 

And Scots that dwelt on Tarro^. 

For the Sake of Somebi^. 

FO R the fake of fomcbody. 
For the fake of fomebody, 
I couM wake a winter- night. 
For the &ke of fomebody : 
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I am gaHvn to feek a wire* 

I am gawn to buy a plaidy ; 
I haTe three (lane of woo, 

Carling is thy daughter ready ? 
■f'or the fake offotnehodyy &c. 

Betty, lafly, fay't thy fell, 

Tho' thy dame be ill to flioo, 
Tirft we'll buckle, thisn we'll teel. 

Let her flytc and fyne come too : 
What fignifies a mither's gloom, 

When love in kifies come in play I 
Shou'd we wither in our bloom. 

And in fimmcr mak nae hay \ ^^ 

For the fake^ Ice. ^ 

SHE.' 
Bonny lad, I carena by, 

Tho' I try my luck with thee. 
Since ye are content to tye 

The ha'f mark bridal band wi* me ; 
I'll flip hame and wafli my feet. 

And fteal on linnens fair and clean, 
Sync at the tryfting place we'll meet. 

To do but what my dame has done* 
For thefake^ &c. 

H E. 
Now my lovely Betty gives 

Confent in fic a heartfome gate. 
It me frae a' my care relieves, 

And doubts diat gart me aft look blate ; 
Then let us gang and get the grace, 

For they that have an appetite 
Shou'd cat ; — and lovers (hou'd embrace ; 

If thefe be faults, 'tis nature's wyte. 
For thefake^ &c. 

Norland Jocky and Southland Jenny. 



A 



Southland Jenny, that was right bonny, 
Had for a fuitor a norland Johnny ; 
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But he was fican a ba|hfu' wooer. 

That he cou'i fcarcely fpeak unto her. 

Till blinks of her beauty, and hopes o* her filler, 

Forc'd htm at laft to tell bis mind till her. 

My dear, quoth he, we'll naa langer tarry, 

Gin ye can loo me, let^s o'er the moor and marry. 

SHE. 
Come, come away then, my norland laddie, 
Tho' we gang neatly, fomc are mair gaudy ; 
And albeit I have neidier gowd nor money. 
Come, and Til ware my beauty on thee. 

H E. 
Ye laffesjtthe fouth, ye're a* for drcffing ; 
LafTes o^le nortli mind milking and threlhing $ 
My minny wad be angry, and fae wad my dady, 
Shou'd I marry ane as dink as a lady. 
For i maun hae a wife that will rife in the morning, 
Crudle a' the milk, and keep the houfe a fcaulding, 
Toolie with her nibours, and learn at my minny, 
A norland Jocky maun hae a norland Jemy. 

SHE. 
My father's only daughter and twenty thoufand pounds 
Shall never be beftow'd on fie a filly clown 5 
For a' that I faid was to try what was in ye, 
Gae hame, ye norland Jocky and court your norland 

Jen7ty. Z. 

The auid yellow haired Laddie. 

TH E yellow hair'd laddie fat down on yon brae. 
Cries, Milk the ews, laflie, let nane of thclti gae| 
And ay fhe milked, and ay (he fang, 
The yellow haired laddie Jh ail he my gcodman. 
And ayjhe milked, 8cc, 

The weather is cauld and my claitbNJ|f' is thin ; 
The ews are new clipped, they winna bntjht in : 
They winna bught in tho* I fhou'd die, 
O yellow Irair'd laduie be kind to ins s 
T'ley luifina hught in^ &c. 

Vot. 1. S 
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The goodwifc cries butt the hgiafe, Jenny^ come ^Stn^ 
The cheefe is to mak, and the'iitter*s to kirn. 
Tho' butter, and cheefe, and a' fhou*d four, 
I'll crack and kifs wi' xny love ae ha'f hour ; 
It's ae ha'f hour, and we's e'en make it three, 
For llie yellow ^hair'd laddie my huibaiKl fhall be. 

SONG. 

Tune, I^oqth's Minuet. 

SJ' A I R, fweet and young, receive a prize, 
Referv*d for your victorious eyes : . 
om trowds whom at your feet you fee. 
Oh I pity, and diftipgvufti me. 

No graces can your form improve ; 

But all are loft unlefs you love : 

If that dear paflion you difdain. 

Your charms and beauty arc in vain. X. 

fertofan H^piLOGXjtlfung after the ading of the Or- 
phan tf«^ Gentle Shepherd /« Taylor's hsdl, hy a 
Set of young Gentlemen^ January 22, 1729. 

Tunc, Beffy BdL 

TH U S let ftudy night and day. 
To fit us for our ftation, 
That when we*rc men we parts may piay 

Are ufeful to ouV nation. 
For now's the time, when we are young, . 

To fix our views on m'erit, 
Water its buds, and make the tongue 
' And a(ftion^ibit the fpirit. 

This all the fair and wife approve, 

We know it by your fmiling. 
And while we gain refpeft and love, 

Our Audies are not toUiag. 
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Such applicatiom gives delight, 

And in the end proves gainful, 
Tho' manf a dark and lifelefs wigh( 

May think it hatd and painful. ^ 

Then never let us think our time 

And care when thus employ'd, 
Are thrown away» but deem't a crime. 

When youth's by floth deftroy'd ; 
'Tis only aftive fouls can rife 

To fame, and all that's fplendid, 
And favour io^^iiofe conquering eyes, ' 

'Gainft whom aoheart's defended. ^ 

The Generous Gentleman. A S a n ©• - 

T\XTitf The honny lafsofBrankfomCi^ 

AS I came in by Teviot-fidc, 
. And by the braes of Brankfome, 
There firft I faw my bonny bride 

Young, fmilingt fweet, and handfbnie | * 
Her ikin was fafter than the dowBy - 

And white as alabafter; 
Her hair a fhining^wavy brown. 
In ftraitnefs nane furpafs'd her r 

Life glow'd upoil her neck and cheeky 

Her clear een were furprifing. 
And beautifully tum'd her neck, 

Her little breads juft rifing, 
N^ filken hofe, with goofhets finci . '^. 

Or flioon with glancing laces, -^ 

Od'her fair teg, forbade to fhine, 

Wdil (hapen native graces. . 

Ac little coat, and bodice white, '■^■ 

Was fum of a' her claithing 5 
Even that's o'er mcikle; mair delight ^ 

Sh^'d given clad with naetbing ;. • 
S a 
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She lean'd upon a Soyr*rj brae» 

By which a burnie trotted ; 
On her I glowrM my foul away^ 

While on her fweets I doted* 

A thoufand beauties of defert 

Before had fcarce alarxn'd me, . 
Till this dear artlefs (truck njy heart» 

And bot defigning, charmM me, 
Hurry'd by love, clofc to tny bread 

I grafp'd this fi^nd of Ui/Tes ; 
Wha fmil'd, and faid, WitlK>ut a prieft^ 

Sir, hope for nought but Idflcs. 

I had nae heart to do ber harm, 
* And yet I cou'dna want her ; 
What fhe demanded, ilka charm 

Of her's pled I fliou'd grant her. 
Since Heaven had dealt to me a rowthf 

Straight to the kirk I led her. 
There Righted her my faith and tr^wth^ 

And a young lady made her. 

The Happy Clown. 

HO W Happy is the rural clown, 
Who far remov'd from noife of tpwo^ 
Contemns the glory of a crown^ 

And in his £ife retreat. 
Is pleafed with his low degree^^ 
is rich in decent poverty, 
From ftrife, from care and bus'nefi free^ 
At once baith good and great ! 

No drums diihiib his moming fleept. 
He fears no danger of the deep^ 
Kot- noify law, nor courts nt'cr heapv 
Vexation on his mind. 
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Nd trumpets roufe him to the war» 
No hopes can bribe, no threats can dare; 
From Aate intrigues he holds afar^ 
And livcth unconfin'd. ' 

Like thofe in golden ages bom^ - 

He labours, gently to adorn 

His fmall paternal fields of corn, ^ 

And on their product feeds : 
Each feafon of the wheeling year, 
Induflrious he improves with care ; 
And ftill fomt ripen'd fruits appear, , 

So well his toil fUcceeds. 

Now by a filver ftream he liei, 

And angles with his bails and flies, , 

And next the filvan fcene he tries. 

His fpirit to regale ; • : 
Now from the rock or height he views 
His fleecy flock, or teeming cows, 
Then tunes his' reed, or tries his mufe, > 

That waits his honeft call. 

Amidft his harmlefs eafy joys, 
' No care his peace of mind deftroys, , 
Nor does he pais his time in toys 

Beneath his juft regard : 
He's fond to feel the zephyrs breeze, c 
To plant and fned his tender trees ; 
And for attending well his bees^ 

Enjoys the fweet reward; 

The flow'ry meads, and filent coves, - j 

The fcenes of faithful rural loves, 
And warbling birds on blooming groves 

Afford a wifli'd delight : 
But O ! how pleafant is thislife, 
BlefsM with a chafte and virtuous Wife, * «, 
And children prattling without ftrife,^ 

Around his fire at night. 
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Willy wasia Wanicn Wagk. 

WtL L.Y was a waptOB wag*. 
The hlytheft lad that e'tr I few*. 
At bridals dill he bore the brag,. 
And carried ay the gree.awa : 
His doublet was of Zeuind &agt 

And wow ! but. Willy he was bra!W^. 
And at his ihoulder hang a tag, 
That pleas'd the laffes beft of a'. 

He was amanwithout a.dagi 

». His heart was frank without a,fiaw|. 
And ay whatever. Willy.faid,. 

It was dill hadden as a law. 
His boots they were made ofthe jag» 

When he went to the .weapon (haw, . 
Upon the green nane durft him brag, 

The fint a ane amang them a!. 

And was not. WiHy well worth gowd"? 

He wan the love of. great and fma' \ 
For after he the bride had kifs*d 

He kirs'dihe laiTes hale fale a'. 
Sae merrily round the ring he row*d^ 

When be the hand he led them a*. 
And fmack on fmack on them Keftow'^ 

By virtue of a (landing law. 

And was na^Willy a great lown,. 

As fhyre a lick as e'er was feen ? 
When he danc'd with the laffes round,. 

The bridegroom fpeerfd where he had been* 
Quoth Willy, I've been at the ring, 

With bobbing faith my fhanks aFefeir» 
Gae ca' pour bride and maidens in,. 

For Willy he dow do nae main 

Then reft ye, Willy I'U gae out. 
And for a wee fill up the ring. 
But (hame light on his fouple fnotit, 
-He wsLTiud Willy's wamon flmg. 
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Then (Ifaight he to^he bride did fare» 
Says, Well's me on your bonny face, , 

With bobbing JViliyj fhanks are ikir. 
And I'm come outto fill hts place. 

BridegrooRit (he fays, you'll fpoil the. dincCf . 

And at the ring you'll ay be lag, 
Unlcfs, like Willys ye advance ; 

(O ! iVilly ba5 a wanton leg) 
For wi'i he. learns us a* to ftecr. 

And foremoft ay bears^ up the ring; 
We will find nae fic dancing h^re> 

If we want H^sily'*j wanton fling. W: W5- 

Cilia's Rcfleftions on herfelf for flights 
iag Philandjer's Lave^ 

Tunc, The Gallant Shoe maker* 

YOUNG Philander woo'd me lang» . 
But 1 was peevifli and forbad hizn». . 
I wadna tent his loving fang, 

Btrt now I wifh^ I wifli I had Kim 2 
ilk morning when I view my glafs. 

Then 1 perceive my beauty goings 
And when the wrinkles feizethe face, . 
Then we may bid adieu to wooing* 

My beauty, anes fo much admir'd, -. 

i find it fading faft, and flying ; 
My cheeks, wliich. coral- like appeared. 

Grow pale, the broken blood decayin|[^ ; 
Ah ! we may fee ouifelves to be, 

Like fummer fruit that is uiilhsdfieni 
When ripe, they foon fall down and diet. 

And by corruption quickly taken. 

Ufe then your time, ye virgins fair,-. 

Employ your day before -tis evil;» 
Fifteen is a feafoxv^rare. 

But &ce and tweaty is Uic dc^iL 
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Juft when ripe, confent uiito% 

Hog nae mair jour lanelj pillow ; 
Women are like other Bntiti . 

Tbey lofe their rtli&^wken.too^mellow^- . 

If opportunity ht \ofki 

You'll find it hard to be regained ; : 
Which now I may tell to my coft, ■■ 

Though but my feH nane can be Uamed ; ; 
If then your fortune -you refyeA^ 

Take the oecafion when it e£^rs ; 
Nora true lover's fuit^egle^^ 

Leftyou be fcoBTM for being fco£Fers» ^ 

I^ jby his fond expreffions thought,... 

That in his love he*d ne'er prove changing j ^ 
But now, alas ! 'tis tum'd to nought* 

Andy paft my hope, he^s gane a rangmgi . 
Dear maidens, then take my advice. 

And let na coynefs prove your ruin ; . 
For if ye be o'er foolifh nice^ 

Your fuflors will give over wooing. 

Then maidens auid you nam'd will be. 

And in that fretfu' rank be numbcr'd^ - 
As lang as life:; and when ye die. 

With leading apes be ever cumber'd : 
.A punifhment,.and hated brand. 

With which nane of us are contented ^ 
Then be not wife behind the hand. 

That the miftake may be prevented* . 

The young Ladies Thianks to the repenting Vir* 
^hjfor her feafonable Advice* 



o 



Virgin kind ! we canna tell 
Ho^ 



rlow many many thanks we owe you, 
Tor pointing out to us iae well • 
Thete very rock* that did o'erthrow yoa t 
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And we ydur le/Ton fae fltall rnind^ 

That e'en though a' our kin had (wore 4t» 

Ere we fhall be an hour behind. 
We'll take a year or twa before it. 

We'll catch all winds blaw in our fails,. 

And ftill keep out our flag and pinnet t 
If young Phiiancbr anes afTaSs 

Tottorm love's fort» then he ihall wia it t 
We may indeed for niodefty, 

Prefent our forces for refiftance ; 
Bnt we fhall quickly lay them by^ 

And contribute ta his 2&&uict. 

The Step Daughter's ReKefc 

I Was anes a well tocherM laft^ . 
My mither left di^lars to me t 
But now I^m brought to a poor pafs, 
My (lep dame has eart them flee* 
My father he's aftea frae hame». 

And (he plays the deel with his gear f 
She neither has lawtith nor fhame. 
And keeps the hale houfe in a fteen 

Sie's barmy- fac*d» thrifdefs and bauld»> 

And gars me aft fret and repine ; 
While hungry, half- naked 5ind cauld»- 

I fee her deftroy what'is mine : 
But foon I might hope a revenge» 

And foon of my forrows be frect 
My poordth to plenty wad change»^ 

If file were hung. up on a tree. 

Quoth Ringan^ wha lang time had l6o*4'$ 
^'his bonny lafi tenderly, 
I'll uke thee fweet Majy in thyTnood^ . 
Gif thou wflt g^e hame with me» 
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'Tis only your fell that I want. 

Your kindnefs is better to me 
Than a' that your ftep mother, fcant 

Of grace, now has taken frae thee» 

Vm but a young farmer, it^ true. 

And ye are, the fprout of a laird ; 
But I have milk- cattle enoW, 

And rowth of good rucks in my yard; , 
Ye (hall have naething to fafb ye, 

Sax fervants ihaH jouk to thee : . 
Then kilt up thy coats my la£e. 

And gae thy ways hame with me* 

Tbe maiden her realbn ^mploye^f , 

Not thinking the offer aroifs, . 
Confented ;«-— while Ringan> o'etjoyed/t 

Received her with mony-a kiis* \ 
And now fli«^At& blythl^ fingasii . 

And joking her drunken ftepdamcg-: 
Delighted with "her dear Ringan^ 

That-makes her good-wife at hame. . 

JiftANY, wliere hafl thou been? , 

Jeany, Jedny^ where haft thou bten^? ' 
Father and mother are ibekiflg of thee» . 
Ye have been ranting, playing the waiiloil» 

Keeping of ^(s^i; company. 
-Betty, I^ve been to hear ihi mill claekf.^ 

Getting meal ground fir the family ^ . 
Asfim) as it gade Ihrang home thefaek^ 
For the mtller hdi taken nae numter Jfrae me* 

Hal Jeany^ J^any^ there's meal on your back',^ 

The miller^s a wanton billy, -and flee, 
Though vidual's come hame again hale, what- reck L 

I fear he has Ukenhis^mowter aff thee. 
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jtnd^ Betty, ye jpread your linen to hleachf 
When that nuaj done^ *where could ym be / 

Ha! lafsy Ifanvyeflip donjjn^the hedge^ 
And nuanton Willy ivas fillGnuing thee* 

Ay, Jeany^ Jeany^ ye gade to the kirk j 
But when it fkail'd, "where could thou be ; 

Ye came na hame till it was mirk, 
They fey the kifllng clerk came wi* ye- 

filly lafli^:j what wilt thou do ? 

If thou grow great, they'll heeze thee hie. 
L,ook toyourfelly if Jock fr^ve true : 

The clerk frae creepies 'mill keep me free, Q. 

SONG, 

Tune, Lafi time I came o^er the mo^* 

Y£ blytheft lads, and lafTes gay. 
Hear what my fang difclofes. 
As I ae morning jQeepinglay 
. , Upon a bank of rofes, 
Young Jamie whi(king o~'er the meadt 

By good luck chanc'd to fpy me : 
He took his bonnet afFTiis head. 
And faftly fat down by me. 

Jamie though I right meikle priz*d„ 

Yet now I wadna ken him ; 
But with a frown my face diiguis'd. 

And ftrave away to fend him : 
But fondly he ftill nearer preft, 

And by my fide down lying, 
His beating^heart thumped fae feft^ 

I thought the lad was dying. 

But ftill refolving to deny. 
And angry paflion feigning, 

1 aften roughly fhot him by,, *- 

With words full of difdatning. 
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Poor Jamie bawkM; nae favour winSf 

Went aff much difcontented ; 
£ut I in truth, for a' my imSf 

lif?tT haff ike bk repeoud. IC* 



ft«B(5K3^^**= 
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A Cock hiird fou cadgte» 
/\ With 7^;y» did meeCv 
He haws'd her, he kifsM her, 

And ca'd her his fweet* 

W3t thou gae alang 

Wi' nie, Jenny^ J^fw^ f 
Tboufe fo^ my ain lemihahet 

Jo Jenriy^ quoth he. 

If I gae nlang wi' ye. 

Ye mauna fail, 
To feaft me with caddels 

And good hacket kaiL 
The deels in your nicety, 

Jenny ^ quoth he. 
May na bannocks of bear- meal 

Be as good for thee ? 

And I maun hae pinners. 

With pearling fet round, 
A ikirtofpuddy. 

And a waftecoat of brown* 
Awa with (ic vanities, 

Jetmyt quoth he, 
For kurchis and kirtles 

Are fitter for thee. 

My lairdihip can yield me 
As meikle a year. 
As haud us in pottage 

And good knockit beer : 
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BtLt lia^w iiiAe tenants, 

Ta toy oaght I ne'er have 
A penny, quoth he. 

The Borrowftoun rierchants 

Will fell ye on tick, 
For we maun hae braw things, 

Albeit they foud break, 
Wlien broken, frae care, 

The fools are ftt free, 
When we make them lairds 

In the Abbey, quoth flic. 

The Soger Laddie^ 

MY foger laddie is over the fea, 
And he will bring gold and money to me ; 
And when he comes hame, he'll make me a lady, 
My blefling gang with my foger laddie. 

My doughty laddie is handfome and brax^e. 
And can as a foger and lover behave ; 

True to his country, to love he i^ fteddy, 

There's few to compare with my foger laddfe. 

Shield him, ye angels, frae death in alarms, 
Return him with laurels to my langing arms. 

Syne frae all my care ye'll prefently free me. 
When back to my wifhes my foger ye gi^e me. 

O foon may his honours bloom fair on his brow. 
As quickly they miift if he get his due : 

For in noble a^ftlons his courage is ready, 
Which makes me delight in my foger UdJie* 
Vol. L T ^ 
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The Archers March. 

SOUND, found the xnufic, found it, 
Let hills and dales rebound it : 
Let hills and dales rebound it, 
In praife of archery : 
Its origin divine is, 
The pradlice brave and fine is, 
Which generoufly inclines us 

To guard our liberty. 

Art by the Gods employed. 
By which heroes enjoyed. 
By which heroes enjoyed 

The wreaths of vi^ory. 
The Deity of Pamafur^ 
The God of foft carefles, 
Chafte Cynthia and her laffes. 

Delight in archery. 

See, fee yon bow extended 1 
'Tis y^t;^ himfelf that bends it, 
'Tis 7<3Vtf hinjfelf that bends if, 

0*er clouds on high it glows. 
All nations, Turks and Parthians^ 
The Tartars and the Scythians^ 
^YitJlrabiy Moors and Indians y 

With bravery draw their bows. 

Our own true records tell us. 
That none could e'er excel us. 
That none could e'er expel us 

In martial archery : 
With fhafts our fires engaging. 
Opposed the Romans raging. 
Defeat the fierce Ncrtvegian^ 

And fpared few Danes to flee. 
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Witnefi Largs and Loncartis 
Dufikei ZXid Aherlemny^ 
Dimkel and Aherlemnyy 

Rojllne and Bannockhurn, 

The Chivlots all the border, 

Were bowmen in brave order, 
Told enemies, if furder 

They mov'd, they'd ne'er remrn. 

Sound, found the mufic, found it. 
Let hills and dales rebound it, 
Let hills and dales rebound it, 
In praife of archery, 
Us'd as a game it pleafes, 
The mind to joy it raifes, 

Largs, where the Nor^wegiantf headed by their va- 
liant king Haco, were, Anno 1263, totally defeat 
by Alexander III. King of Scots; the he- 
roic Alexander, great- fie ward of Scotland^ 
commanded the right wing. 

Loncartiey near Perth, where King Ken net it 
III. obtained the vi<5tor7 over the Danes, which was 
principally owing to the valour and refolution of the 
firft brave Hay, and his two fons. 

Dunkel here, and in Kyle, and on the banks of 
^Tayy our great King Corbrf.dus Galdus in 
three battles overthrew 30,000 Ro7?tans in the reign 
of the Emperor Domitlan, 

Aberlemny, four miles from Brechin, where King 
Malcom II. obtained a glorious vi(5lory over the 
united armies of Danes, Nornvegians, and Cumbrians, 
&c. commanded by Sueno King of Denmark, and 
his warlike fon Prince Canute. 

Rofline, about k\t miles South of Edinburgh, where 
I0,coo Scots, led by Sir John Cvmmin and Sir S*. 
MON Frazer, defeat in three battles in one day 
30,co® of their enemies, Anno 1303. 

The battles of Bannockbum and Chivioti &c. are fi»^ 
well known, that they require no QOtes. 
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And throws off all difeafes 
Of lazy luxury. 

Uow, now our care beguiliog* 
When all the year looks fmiling, 
When all the year looks finiling. 

With healthful harmony : 
The fun In glory glowing, 
Witli morning dew beftowing, 
Sweet fragrance, life, and growing. 

To flowers and every tree* 

'Tis now the archers royal. 
An hearty band and loyal, 
An hearty band and loyal, 

That in juil thoughts agree. 
Appear In ancient bravery, 
©efpifing all bafc knavery, 
Which tends to bring in flavery 
. ^ Souls worthy to live frce^ 

Sound, found the mufic, found it,. 
Fill up the glafs and round wi't. 
Fill up the glafs and round wi*t. 

Health and profperity 
T' our great C h is f ^nd.Ojfficen^ 
T' our Frefident znd Counfeilun : 
To all, who like their brave forbears^. 

Delight in archery. 

7!he /ol!o*whg SONGS'/^ he fung in their profsr 
Places 9 on a^ing of the Gentle Shepherd. 

SANG I. Thetua^wkingofihe/auld* 
Sung by Patie, Page 1. 

MY Pi?^^;^ is a young thing, 
Juft enterM in her teens. 
Fair as the day, and fwcet as May^ 
Fair as the day, and always gay. 
My Peggy is a young thing, 
And I'm not V-^ry auld,^ 
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Yet well I like to meet her at 
The wawking of the fauld. 

Mf Peggy fpeaks fae fweetly. 
Whene'er we meet alane ; 
I wifh nae mair, to lay my care, - 
I wifh nae* mair,^ of a' that's rare. 
My Peggy fpeaks fae fweetly. 

To a' the liave I'm cauld ; - 
But fhe gars a' my fpirits glow 
At wawking. of the fauld. . 

My PeggySmiUs fae kindly, • 
Whene'er 1 whifper love, 
That I look down on a' the town, -. 
That I look down upon a crown, 
My P^^y.fmiles fae kindly, 

It makes me blythe and bauld, • 
And naething gi'es me fic delight,v% 
As wawking of the fauld.. 

Mf Peggy (kigs fae faftly,: 

When on my pipe I play ; ; 
By a* the reft it is confeft, 
By:a' the reft, that fhe fmgs beft» \ 
My Peggy fings fae faftly. 
And in her faiigs are tald, 
, With innocence, the wale of fenfe,' . 
At wawking of the fauld. 

S' A N G 11. Py gar rub her o^er lulth firae^ 
Surig by Patie, /. 6. 

DEAR R^ger, if your Jenny geek, 
And^^anfwer kindnefs with a flight^ . 
-Seem unconcerned at her negled,. 

For women in a man delight : 
But them defpife who 're foon defeat. 

And with a fimple face give way 
To a repulfe — thea be not blate, 
Fufh bauldiy 'on,'^and win-thc day, . 
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When maidens, innocently yonngf, 

Say aftcn what tbey never mean^ 
Nc*er mind their pr«tty lying tongue^ 

But tent the language of their eea ; 
If thefe agree, and (he perGft 

To anfwer all your love with hatei^ 
Seek eMcwhere to be better bleft, 

And. let her figh.when ^tis too late. 

S A-N G III. Poi'wart on the Green. 

THE dorty will repent, 
If lover's heart grow cauld^. 
And nane her iiniles will tent, 

Soon as her face looks auld : 
The dawted bairn thus takes the pet^ 

Nor eats, though hunger crav€, 
Whimpers and tarrows at it^s meat, . 

And^s laught at by the lave ; 
They jcft it till the dinner's paft,. 

Thus by It fell abus'd, 
The fool thing is oblig'd to faftj 

Or eat what they/ve refus'd^ 

SANG IV. dear Mother, 'mhutJhM Id9> 
Sung by Jenny, p, 1 1. 

ODear Peggyy love's beguiling, 
We ought not to tri^ his fmilingt- 
Better far to do as I do, 

Left a harder luck betide you. 
LaiTes when tlieir. fancy's carried, 

Think of nought but to be married j 
Running to a li/e deftroys 
Heartfome, free, and youthfu'Jjoys* - 
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SAN6 V. Ho^ can I he fad on my Wedding day ^ 
Sufjghy?eggj,f. 12. 

HOW (liall I be fad when a hufl^d I hae» 
That has better fenfe than anj^ of th^e i 
Sour weak Ally fellows, who ftuJy lil^e fools 
To fmk their ain joy, and make their wives fnools. 
The man who is prudent ne'er lightlies his wife. 
Or with dull reproaches encourages (Irife ; 
He praifes her virtues, anU ne^er will abuie 
Her for a fmallfailing, but find an ezcufe. 

SANG VI. Nanfy's i& the Green IVood gane. 

Sung by Jenny, /. 1 5. 
Yield, dear laflle, you have won. 



I 



And there is nae denying, 

That fure as light, flaws frae the fun, 

Frae love proceeds complying ; 
For a* that we can do or fay, 

'Gainft love nae thinker heeds Us, 
They ken our bofbms lodge the fae. 

That by the heart- firings lead us. 

SANG VII. Cauld Kale in Ahttdttn. 
Sung by Glaud or Simon,/, it. 

CAULD be the rebel's caft> 
OpprefTors bafe and bloody, 
I hope we'll fee them at the lail 

Strung a' up in a woody. 
Bled be he of worth and fenfe, 

And ever high his llation. 
Who bravely fcmds in the defence 
Of eonfbience, king, and xiatioiu 
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SANG VIIL MucJtifig of Geord fs Byre.. 
Sung hy Simon, /. 19. 

TH E laird who in riches and honour 
Wad thrive, ihould be kindly and frcc^ . 
Nor rack the poor tenants, wha labour 

To rifeaboon poverty : 
Elfc, liVfc the pack horfe that's unfotherM 
And burdcnM, will tumble down faint ; 
Thus virtue by hardfhtp is fmother'd. 
And rackers aft tine their rent. . 

SANG IX. Carle and the King come. 
Sung hy Maule, /. 24. 

PEGGY^ now the king's come, 
Peggy y now the king's come. 
Thou may dance, and I (hall fing, . 

Peggy^ fince the king's come. 
Nae mair the hawkies thou {halt milk, 

Bttt change thy plaiding coat for filk, .. 
And be a lady of that ilk, 

Now, Peggy, fince the king's come. . 

SANG X. Winter nvas cau/J, and my Claithing 

tvaj thin. 

Sung hy l^eggj and Patie, ^. 30. 

PEGGY. 

tTT jHENfirft my dear laddie gade to the green hill, 

V V And lat ewe-milking firft fey^d my young {kill. 

To bear the milk-bowie, nae pain was to me. 

When I at the bughting forgather'd with thee. 

PATIE. bells; 

When com rigs wav'd yellow, and blue heather-*. 
Bloom'd bonny oa moorland and fwect rifing fells.. 
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Nae bir^ brier, or breckens, gave trouble to mz^ 
If 1 found the berries right ripen'd for thee. 

PEGGY. 

When thou ran, or wrelUed, or putted the ftane, 
And came aff the viclor, my heart was ay fain ; 
Thy ilka fport manly gave pleafure to me ; 
For nane can p«t, wreftle, or run fwift as tlieel 

PATIE. 
Our Jffjny fings faftJy the Co^jjden Broom- Kno^s^ 
And Rofie lilts fweetly the Milking the e^s ; 
There's few Jem^ Nettles \\\itNanJy can fmg, 
At Thro^ the ijjood laddie^ Befs gars our lugs ring i 
But when my dear Peggy fings witli better (kill. 
The Boat- vian^ T'weedfidi^ or the Laft of the miU^ 
* i'is many times fweeter and pleafmg to me ; 
For tho' they fing nicely, they cannot like thee. 

PEGGY. 
How eafy can lalTes trow what they defire ? 
And praifes fae kindly increafes love's fire ; 
Give me ftill this pleafure, my ftudy (hall be 
To make myfelf better and fweeter for thcc. 

S A N'G XL By th delicious 'warmnefs of thy viouth* 
Sutig by Patie^W Peggy, />• 32. 

Printed intheFA.STOKALy and in this M i s ci x^ 
hAVT, Vol. I. Page 75. 

SANG XII. Hafipy Clown. 

Sufig by Sir WiHiam, f. 55. 

HI D from himfelf, now by the dawn 
He ftarts as frcfh as rofes blawn,. 
And ranges o*er the heights and lawnt. 
After his bleeting flocks,. 
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SANG XVI. Kirk ivad kt mi be. 
Sung hy Patie, p. 6^, 

DUTY and part of rcafon, 
PUad ftrong on the parents fidci' 
Which love fuperior calls treafon ; 

The ftrongdl muft be obeyed : 
For now tho' Pm one of the gentry. 

My conftancy falsehood repels; 

For change in my heart has no entry. 

Still there my dear Peggy excels. 

SANG XVII. IVo's my heart that 'we Jhould /under. 

Sung by Peggy, /. 6'j. 

SPEAK on, fpeak thus, and ftill my grief* 
Hold up a heart that's finking under 
Thefe fears, that foon will want relief, 

When Pate muft from his Peggy funder. 
A gentler face, and filk attire, 

A lady rich in beauty's bloflbm, 
Alake poor me ! will now confpire 
To ileal thee from thy Peggy* s bofom. 

No more the (hepherd who excelled 

The reft, whofe wit made them to wonder, 
Shall now his Peggy* s praifes tell. 

Ah ! I can die, but never funder. 
Ye meadows where we often ftray'd. 

Ye banks where we were wont to wander. 
Sweet fcented rucks, round which we play'd, 

You'll lofe your fweets when we're aifundcr. 

Agam ah 1 fhall I never creep 

Around the know with fdent duty, 
Kindly to watch thee while afleep, 
And wonder at thy manly beauty ? 
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Hear, Bcsfren, -while folemnly I vow. 

Though th6u fhouldft prove a wand'ring lover, 

Through life to thee I fhall prove U-ue, 
Nor be a wife to any other. 

SANG. XVJIL Tiueedfide. 

Sung ly Peggy, p. 68. 

WHEN hope was quite funk in defpah*:. 
My heart it was going to break j 
My life appeared worthlefs my care. 
But now I will fave't for thy falce. 
Where'er my love travels by day. 
Wherever he lodges by night. 
With me his dear image fhall ftay. 
And my foul keep him e'er in fight. 

With patience I'll wait the long year. 

And ftudy the gentleft charms ; 
Hope time away till thou appear. 

To lock thee for ay in thofe arn)S[. 
Whilft thou waft a fhepherd, I prii^ii 
' No higher degree in this life \^ 
But now I'll endeavour to rife 

To a height is becoming thy wife. 

For beauty that's only (kin deep 

Muft fade like the gowahs of May^ 
But inwardly rooted will keep 

For ever, without a decay. 
Nor age, nor the changes of life. 

Can quench the fair fire of love. 
If virtue's ingrain'd in the wife. 

And the hufband have fenfe to approve. 

Vol. I. U 
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SANG XIX. Bujh ahoon Traqaair. 

Sung by Peggy, p. 70. 
T fetting day and ri/ing morn, 



With foul that dill (hall love thee, 
Vll aik of heaven thy fafe return, 

With all that can improve thee. 
rU vifit oft the birken-bulh, 

Where firft thou kindly told me 
Sweet tales of love, and hid my blufli, 

Whtlft round thou did ft enfold me. 

Tq all our haunts I will repair^ 

By greenwood, Ibaw or fountain ; 
Or where the fummer day « I'd (kare 

With thee, upon yon mountain. 
There will I tell the trees and flowers. 

From thoughts unfeiga'd and tender^ 
By vows you're mine, by love is yours 

A heart which cannot wander. 

SANG. XX. Bonny grey efd Morn. 

Jungly Sir '^'^^Sttky p. 74. 

TH E bonny grey ey*d morning begins to peep^. 
And darknefe flies before the riiing r;iy. 
The licarty hynd ftarts from his lazy fleep. 

To follow healthful labours of the day, - ,-. 

Without a guilty fting to wrinkle his brow^ 
The Iarkand.$he linnet- tend his levee, ■ 
And he joins their concert, driving his plow. 
From toil of grimace and pageantry ixc^ 

While flufter'd with wine, or madden'd with I06 

Of half an eflate;^ the prey of a main, 
The drunkard and gkmefter tumble and tofS, 

Wifhin^ for calmnefs and ilumber ia vain. 
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Be iny portion health and quietmefs of mind, 
Plac'd at due diftance from parties and ftate, 

Wi^jcrc neither ambition nor aviirice blind. 
Reach him who has happlnefs linked to his fate. 

On our Ladies being dreffed in Scots Maflu-- 
fa^ure, at a Public Affembly. 

A S O N G- 

Tunc, (fer the Hills and far a*way. 

LET meaner beauties ufe their art, 
And range both Indies for their drds. 
Our fair can captivate thelicart 

in native weeds, nor look the Icfs, 
More bright unborrowed beauties ihioet 

The artlefs Aveetneis of each face 
Sparkle with ludre^ more divine. 
When freed of every foreign grace. 

The tawny nymph on fcorcfahig plains^ 

May ufe the aid of gems and paint. 
Deck with brocade and Tyrran ftains 

Features of ruder form and taint. ^ 
What Caledonian ladies wear, 

Or from the lint or woollen twine#- 
Adorn'd by all their fweets, appear 

Whatever we can imagine fine. 

Apparel neat becomes the fair. 

The dirty drefe may lovers coo!, 
But clean, our maids need have no care# 

If clad in linen, filk or wool. 
T* adore Myrtilla who can ceafc ? 

Her aStive chafms our praife demand* 
Clad in a mantua from the fleece* 

Spun by her own delighted hand. 

Who can behold Calijta*s eyes. 
Her breafti her cheek, and fnowy ann^;. 
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And mind what artifts can devife» < 

To rival more fuperior charms ? 
Compared with tbofc, the diamond VduII^ 

Lawns, fatins, and the velvets fade> 
The foul witli her attractions full. 

Can never be by thefe betrayed. 

& APHIR Ay all o'er native fwects. 

Not tlic falfe glare of dreii regards^ 
Her wit, her character completes. 

Her fmile her l©vers fighs rewards. 
When fuch firii beauties lead the way. 

The inferior rank will follow foon \ 
Then arts no longer (hall decay. 

But trade encourag'd be in tune* 

Millions of fleeces (hall be wove, 

And flax that on the valleys bloomS|. 
Shall make the naked nations love 

And blefs the labours of our looms ; 
*Wc have enough, nor .want from themi 

But trifles hardly worth our care, 
Yet for thefe trifles let them claim 

What food and doth we have to fpare*. 

How happy's Ssothnd in her fair I 

Her amiable daughters fhall, 
By adling thus with virtuous care, 

Again the golden age recal : 
Enjoying them, Edina me'er 

Shall mifs a court ; but foon advance 
In wealth, when thus the lov'd appear 

Around the fcencs, or in the dance. 

Barbarity fliall yield to fenfe. 

And lazy pride to ufeful arts, 
When fuch deaf angels in defence 

Of virtue thus engage their hearts 
Bleft guardians of our joys and wealthy 

True fountains of delight and love, 
J:,Qng h\oom ypur charms, fi^ be your health^. 
^Hill tir'd mih earth ye jmount above* , 
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H A R D Y K N U T E* 

jI Ftagment of an old heme Ballade . 
I. 

STATE L Y ftcpt he Eaft the wa, . 
And aately ftcpt he Weft, 
FttU fcvcnty years he now had fecn. 

With fcarce fevcn years of reft. 
He liv'd when Britmtt breach of ftith 

Wrought Scotland meikle wae : 
And ay his fword tald to their cofi^. , 
He was their deadly fae. . 

11. ^ 

High on a hill his caflle Qude, . 

With halls and tours a hight» 
And guidly chambers fair to fee. 

Where he lodg'd mony a knight. 
HSs dame. fae pierlefs anes and fair, :, 

For chaft and beauty deimt, • . 

N^e marrow had in all the land^ . 

Save Elesor tht Queen. . 

in. 

Full thirteen fohs to him flie hsirc, ' 

All men of valour ftout : : 
In bluidy fight, with fword in hand, \ 

Nine loft their Uves hot doubt ; 
Four yet remain, bng may they livso^ 

To ftand by liege and land : 
Kigh was their fame, high was theli migb^- 

And high was their command* 

IV. 
Great love they bare to Fairly fair^ 

Their filler faft and deir, 
Her girdle (hawd her middle itaipf . 

And gowden glifther hair. 
What waefou wae her bewtie brc4l?^ 

Waefou to young and auM; 
Waefou I trou to kyth and lu^ \ 

Asilory ^cr touli 

^4 . 
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• V. 

The Kmg of Norfe in fummer tyde, 

Puft up^igrith power and might, , 
Landed in fair Scotland the ifle, «. 

With mony a hardy knight : 
Tlic tydings to our gude ScoU^ King, , 

Came as he fat at dyne, , 
With nohle chiefs in brave array, 

Drinking theUude-reid wyne. . 

•• To horfe, to hbrfei my royal liege,- . 

** Your faes ftand on the ftrand, 
«* Full twenty thottiand glittering fpears 

** The king of Norfe commands*" 
Bring me myjle€dy\l[z.djgt dapple gray ^, 

Our gude K»ng raife and cry'd \ , 
^irufthrbeajiin all the land^ 

jiSo^Qls^Klng niverfydi,^ 

Vll. 
Go, little page^ /^// Hardyknute, . 

Wha lives on hUlfo hicy 
To dratu hii fwerd^ therdreid offaeSf 

And hafte andjhllo^ me. 
The little page flew fwift as dart 

Flung by his naaftcr's arm. 
Come doivn, come donvn^ Lord Hardyknute, . 

And redd your Kingfrae harm* 

vin. 

Then reid, reid grew his dark-brown cheiks, 

Sae did his diirk btown brow ; 
His looks grew keen as they were wont 

In dangers grezit to do; 
He has tane a horn as green as grafs,^ 

And gien five founds fae (brill, 
Tnat trees in greenwood ftook thereat, 

Sae loud rang 4ll^ hill. 

His Tons mmsidy /port and glie^ >, 
/i6i/j>atf the jfunancr's mom,^ 
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When loi down in a grafly dale, 

Tbcy.hcard their father's horn. 
^iat homi quoth they, ne^efr founds inpeace^ 

We Dave ether /ports to byde ; 
And foon they hey'd them up the hill>.. 

And ibon were Jit his ^de. . 

X. 

hlate^ late yejireen I nvetrid in peace % 

To end my lengthened lifii 
ily age might iveil exctije my arm, 

Fraemaidy feats of Jtrife ; 
But mmi} that Norfe does proudly hoafi 

Fair Scotland to enthrall^ 
tfs ne^er he faid o/Hardyknute 

He feared to fght^orfalL 

XI. 
Robin of Rothfay^. hendJhy honv, 

Thy arro^fhoot fo leily 
Xony a comely countenance 

They have turr^ d to deadly pale : 
Rrade Thomas, tak ye hut your lancey . 

Te neid nae ^weapons mair^ 
Oif ye fight nue^t as ye did anes 

^Gai^VicHmorlmd's fierce hein 

XII. 

Malcom, light of foot asfiag . 

That runs 'in for eft nuyldy .. 
Get me my thoufands three of men 

Well bred tofiwcrd andjhield : 
Bring fne my horfe and harnijine^ 

My blade of metal clier. 
If faes kcnd but the hand-it bare^ ~ 

They foon had fled for fear. . 

XIIL 

Fdretxteil^ my dame, foe pier lefs good f 

And took her by ihc hand. 
Fairer tome in age youfeem, 

Thau maids for bewtyfam^di^ - ' . 
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jB^ youngijl fin fall here remain • 

To guard theleftaUl^ tonmrsf 
Awdjbut t hi fiver boH that keife 

Ssefdfly^ur fainted bvwrs. 

XIV; 
Aad firft (he wet her comely cheiksr' 

And then her boddice greeni 
Hir filkeiv cords of cwirtk twifit 

Weil plett with filver fbeen ; 
And apron fet with mooj a dyce : 

Of Acedle- wark (ke rare. 
Wove by naehandi as jt may goefii , 

Save that of /W/>^ fain;. 

XV. 

And he has ridden owre muir and moTs^ , 

Owre hills and mony a gkn,^ 
When he came to a wouackd knight 

Making a heavy n:iane ; 
Ikre tnaun I fye\ here maun I iye^ 

By treacb&ies falfe Gykf % 
Witlefs Intyas that eir gave faith ^ 

To tmcked tuoman^sfmylet. 

XVI. 

Sir hffighti ginye nuere in wy hivir . 

To lean onjtlkenfeat^ 
My lad ft kindlie care you* d prove f , 

tVha neir kenddeidly hate ; 
Hir felfnaald 'watch ye . all the day^ . 

liir maids a deid of night; . 
And YaxtIj fair your heart. mtaJd cheir^ , 

Asfhejlandt in your fights 

XVIL 
Arifif youf^ knight^ and ffsount youtrfieid^i, 

FuU bvjns tSefhynand day^ 
Chafe frde my menzk ^ithwuye pkafk 

To lead ye on the nuay, 
Wi^ (myleft look and vifage wask^\, 
22ceiF^tiiiuled knight x^p^i^. , 
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Kind chiftaiti^your intent purfue^ . 
For heir I maun abyde. 

XVIII.. 

7i me nae after day nor nigBt 

Can eir be fweit or fair ^ 
But foon beneath fonie drapping tree^ 

Cauid death fall end my care. 
With him nae pleading might prevailt 

Brave Hardyknute to gain. 
With faireft words and reafon ftrang». 

Strave courteoufly in vain. 

XIX. 
Syne he has gane far hynd attowre, 

Lord Chattani landfae wyde, 
That lord a worthy wight was ay, 

When faes his courage feyd : 
Gf Piaijh race by mother's fyde, 

When Fias rul'd Caledon, 
JLord Chattan claim'd the princely maid^ 

When he fav*d Pi^ifh crown. 

XX. 

Now With his fierce and ftalwart traia» 

He reached a rifing height, 
Whair braid encampit on the dale^ 

Norfe^ army lay in fight ) . 
Tondeff my valiant fans and fir ff 

Our raging reven luait 
On the unconquer* d Scoitiih fiuairdg 

To try with us their fate » 

XXI. 
Mak orifons to him thatfav'd 

Our fauls upon the rude^ 
Syne bravely Jhianx) your veins are filP'dr 

With Caledonian blude. 
Then furth he drew his tnifty gl&ive^ 

While thoufands all around » 
Drawn frae their {heaths glanft in the ittSi,, 

An'i lou4 the bougils^und- 



2i6 SONGS. 

XXII. 
To join his king adoun the hill 

la hade his merch he made» 
Wh]rle» pla)rand bibtochs minfiralls meit. 

Afore him (lately (Irade. 
TBry/d *welccm valiant Jf^up of*wtfir^. 

Thy nation* J Jhield and prydc ; 
Thy king nae raefon has tofiir 

When thou art by hisfyde. 

xxiir. 

When bows were bent and. darts wef^ tbraw^v 

For thrang fcarce. could they flie. 
The darts cloTe arrowis a» they xnetf 

The arrows dart the trie. 
Lang did they rage and fight fuU fieroCy- 

With little &aith ta aian> 
But bluddy, bluddy was the field. 

Or that lang day was dane. 

xxiv. 

The king of Scsts^ that findle bmik'a 

The war that lopk'^d like play, 
Drew his bndd fword> and brake his bow,. 

Sen bows feimt but delay : 
Quoth noble Rothfay^ Myne Fllkeif^ 

I nxMte its bkd afcore. 
Kafte upi my merry men^ erf A the kingi 

As he rade on before. 

XXV. 
The king of Norfe he'fought t6 findf - 

With nvoh to menfe the fight. 
But on hi& forehead there &d light 

A (harp unfonfie fhaft ; 
As he his hand put up to find 

The wound, an arrow keen, 
O waefou chance I there pinnM his hztst 

In midft between bis eeni 

, XXVI. 

Mevenge^ revest rry V Rothfay's ^dw, 
Jtiur fBaU-coatJaHnotU tydc 
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Thejirength andjharpnefs of my darti 

Then ient it through his fyde ; 
Another arrow weil he mark'di 

It piercM his neck in twa» 
His hands then quat the filver reins. 

He laigt a& eard did fa'. 

XXVII. 

^air hhidi my liege ^ fair ^ fair he hliedu 

Again with mignt he drew 
And zefture dreid his fturdy bow, . 

Fatt the braid Sirrow flew. 
Wae to the knight he cttled at. 

Lament now Qnene Efgried $ 
Hie dames too waii your darlings fall, 

His youth and comely meid. 

XXVIII. 
Take aff^ take affhis eojlly jupe 

(Of gold weil was it twyn'd. 
Knit lyke the fowlers net» through wblcll 

His fteilly hamefs fliyn*d ) 
7ake, Nbrfe, that gtfl frae me, andpiA 

Him ^vengf the blude it beirs / 
Say^ if he face my bended bonv. 

He fur e nae nueaponfearj, 

XXIX. 
Proud Norfe with giant body tail. 

Braid (boulders and arms ftrong. 
Cry* dy Where is liT^xdjVxi^^frefam^jif 

Andfeir^d at Britain's throne : 
The Britons tremble at his name^ 

Ifoonjhall make him luail 
That eir my fivordnvas madefaejharpy 

Saefft his coat ofviaiL 

XXX. 

That brag his (lout heart coudna -bfdei*' 

It lent him youthful nii&;ht : t 
Vyn Hardyknute this day^nt cry'd, 

To Scotland's king Iheight^i, . ^ .i . . - 
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To lay thee lam) ks horfes hufs^ 

My *word I mean to keip^ 
Syne «^ith the firft ftrake etr he ftrake^ 

He garr'd his body bleid. 

XXXI. 
Norfi^ een lyke gray gofehav ks (laired wyl4» 

He fight with ihame and fpyte ; 
Dihra(^d is mnv wy/ar/am'd arm 

That left thee poiuer tojiryke : 
Then gave his head a blaw fae fellf 

It made him doun to ftoup^ 
As law as he to ladies us'd 

In courtly gyfe to lout. 

xxxri. 

Full foon he rais'd his bent body, 

His bow he manrell'd fair, 
Sen blaws till then on him that <}arPd 

As touch of Fairly f2L\r : 
"Noffi ferliet too as fair as he 

To fee his ftatcly look^ 
Sae foon as eir he ftrake a fae, 

3ae foon his lyfe hetook. 

icxxm. 

Whair lyke a fyre to hether fet, 

Bauld Thomas did advance, 
A fturdy fae with look enrag'd 

Up towards him did prance ; 
He fpurM hissed through thickeft rani^ 

The hardy youth to quell, 
Wha flood unmovM at his approach 

His fury to repel. 

XXXIV. 

That Jhort hronunjhaft fae meanly trimnPd 

Looks like poor Scotland's ^^/V, 
But dreidful feims the rufty poynti 

And loud he leugh in jeir. 
/^.Britain's blude has dimmed its fhyns^ 
7j^//^jnt cut Jhort their vauHt i 
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5yne pierce the boafter^s bairded chcik, 
Nae time he took to taunt. 

XXXV. 
Short while he in his faddle fwangi 

His ftirrip was nae day, 
Sae feible hang his unbent knee^ 

Sure taken he was fey : 
Swiih on the hardened clay he fell. 

Right far was heard the thud. 
But Thomas look'd not as he lay 

All waltering in his blude. 

XXXVI. 

With cairlefs gefture, mynd unmoved. 

On raid he North the plain, 
Hisfeim in thrang offierceftftryfe. 

When winner ay the fame : 
Nor yet his heart dames dimpelit cheik| 

Could meife faft love to bruik> 
Till vengeful y^zz« retumM the fconii 

Then languid grew his look. 

XXXVII. 

In thralvis of death with wallowit cheik. 

All panting on the plain, 
The fainting corps of warriours lay, 

Neir to arife again ; 
Neir to return to native land, 

Nae mair with blythfome founds, 
To boaft the glories of the day, 

And fhaw meir fhyning wounds. 

XXXVIII. 
On Nor*way*s coaft the widow'd dame 

May wafh the rocks with teirs. 
May lang look owre the fhiplefs fcis. 

Before hir mate appears. 
Ceife, Evima^ ceife to hope in vain. 

Thy lord lyis in the clay, 
The valiant Scots nae revers thole 

To carry life away. 

Vol. I. X 
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XXXIX. 

There on a lie, whair ilands a cxoCs, 

Set up for moxmment, 
Thouiands full fierce that fummer^s da^r 

FiU'd keen war*s 'blatk mtciit . ' 
Let Svofit yffhWc-Scots praifc Ifard^inutfff 

Let Norfe^xht name ay dreed, 
Ay how he faught, aft how he fpair^d, 
. Sal latell $iges r«id* 

XL. 

: Loud and oKH 1>fcw Weftlin wind, 

Sair beat thfi lieaVy ftbwir, 
: Mirk grow th^ night elr Ha^iknute 

Wan neir. his (lately tower ; 
: His tower that us'd with torches bleifef 

^o-ihyne %e far at nighty 
.JSeini'd now as black as mottming weid* 
. MaeiAnin^Lfatr ;b€ Hght. 

'■ :XU. : 

Therms nae light in-in^ ball ; 
Hael^inkJhynesrmHdwy'F^Tljfair^ 

Nor SSI'dk^fiands on fhy niiall, 
JFhat bodes ///'Robert, Thomz^/ajif 

Nae anfw^h- fits their dreid. 
.Stand hack^ myjonst m he your gydep 

But by they paft: with fpeid. 

XUL 

jlsfaji as I baefj^d onvr^ ^coAzxA^faei^ 

There ceift his brag of weir, 
Seir IhaxnM to mynd ought but his damcj 

And maiden Fairly fair. 
Black fear he felt, but what to fear» 

He wift not yet with dreid ; 
Sair (hook his body^ fair his limbSf 

And all the warrtour fied. 

v# 4 # .f 4 « .« « « • %^^ 



B 



ft & W & S. 221 

The Braes of YAkRO'tir. 

US K ye, buik-ye, my bonny bonny bride, 
^ ^ buflsyci bulk ye, tnf ^lifome marrO^ 
Bufk ye, bu(k ye> ihy botifty bonny hfidti 
And let us leave the br'aes of Tarrowr 

Where got ye that bonny bonny bride, 
Where got ye that Wihfomc fharrow ? 
I got her wJwte I durft hot welKbc feeh^ 
Faing the birks on the braes of Tatfono. 

Weep not, weep not, my bonny bonny brides - - 
Weep uot, weep tidt, my ^nlbme mslrrot^r^ 
Nor let thy helrt lament to le^ve ' 

Piling the birks on the bnles df Tdrrt^; 

Why does fhe weep, thy bonny bonny bride f * 
Mfiif dde* file t^eef tby wittfottie irtaitdw \ ' 
And ^y dare ye nae rtwcir v^ell be fe^h, 
Puing the birks on th6 bties xXTarma t '^ 

L'ang mud (he weep, lang mnft &6V muft fkfvn^^t!^ 
ijo^ nWft file Vb^eep ^'xih dole and ibr^6#,' 
Aiidlangmttft Iftaefnaifr^cUbefceii, . ' ^ 

Puing the birks oh the ^rtes of -ilfrH^ ^ 

For (be has tint her lover, lover dear. 

Her lovet dear, the catife of ibxTrdwt 

And I have fbin ^e coihelteft (Vain, 

That ever pu'd birks oA tl!fe braes of |*ihpw; v* 

Why runs thy dream,' O Tarro^^ Tarrwjy^ reid f 
Why on thf brae's hestrd the voice off IbrttfW, 
And why yon melarfcho!iotis;tWEeds, 
Hung on the bohny birks of Tafrow4 ' 

What's yonder floats on the rueful, rueful flood ^ . 
What's yonder floats ? O dole aiid forrdmrjl ^ /^ 
O 'tis the comely fwaitl I flei^ 
Upon the dolefid braes of Tarro*w* 
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Wafli, O wa{h his wounds his wounds in tears;^ 
His wounds in tears of dole and forrow« 
And wrap his Unibs in mourning weeds. 
And lay him on the braes of Tarro*w. 

Then build, then build, ye fifters fiflers faJ, 
Ye fillers fad, his tomb with forrow, 
And weep around in woful wife, 
His helpkfs fate on the braes of Tarron.v. 

Curfe ye, curfe ye, his ufelefs ufelefs fhield,. 
My arm that wrought the deed of forrow, 
The'fatal fpear that pierc'd his brcaft, 
His comely breaft on the braes of Tarro^vj. 

Did I not warn thee not to, not to love, 
And warn from fight ? but to my forrow 
Too raihly bold, a ftronger arm 
Thou mcl*ft, and fell on the braes bf Tarroiu, 

Sweet fmells the birk, green grows, green grows the 
Yellow on Tarronds kracs.the gowan, (grais*. 

Fair hangs the apple frae the rock,. 
Sweet the. wave of Tarroru flowan. 

Flows Tarro'VJ fwcet, as fweet, as fwect flows 7Wca^ 
As green its grafs, its gowan as yellow, 
As fweet fmells on its braes the birk, 
The apple from its rocks as mellow* 

Fair was thy love, fair, fair indeed thy lovcj 
In flow'iry bands thou did ft him fetter ; 
Though he was fair,, and well belovM again, 
Than me he never lov'd thee better. 

Bufk ye, then bufk, my bonny bonny bride, 
Bnfk ye, then bufk, my winfome marrow, 
Bufk ye, and loe me on the banks of 7Wf^„ 
And think nae mair on the braes of Tarro*w» 

How cap I bufk a bonny bonny bride. 
How can I bufk a winfome marrow. 
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How \oe him on the banks of Twed^ 
That flew ray love oiv the braes of Tarromyf 

O Tarrona fields may never, never rain> 
Ho dew thy tender bloflbms cover^ 
For there was vilely kill'd my love» 
My love as he had not been a lover. 

The boy put on his robes, his robes of grecn^ 
His purple veft, 'twas my own fewing. 
Ah ! wretched me, I little, little knew, 
He was in thcfe to meet his ruin. 

The boy took out hfs milk-white, milk-white ftecdf 

Unheedful of my dole and Jtbrrow, 

But e'er the toofal of the ftight, 

He lay a corps on the braes of Tarro^. 

Much I rejoiced that woeful, woeful day^ 
I fung, my voice the woods returning ; 
But'lang e'er night, the fpear was flown 
That ilew my love, and left me mourning* 

What can my barbarous, barbarous father do» 

But with his cruel rage purfiie me ? 

My lover's blood is on thy fpear ; 

How can'ft tbou> barbarous man, then woo me ? 

My happy fitters may be, may be proud, 
With crud and ungentle fcoffing. 
May bid me feek on Yarromfs braet 
My lover nailed in his coffin; 

My brother Douglas may upbraid. 

And drive with threatening words to move me> 

My lover's blood is on thy fpear. 

How canft thou ever bid me love thee ? 

Yes, yes, prepare the bed, the bed of lovc^ 
With bridal- fiieets my body cover. 
Unbar, ye bridal maids, the door. 
Let in the expend hufband lovec» 
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But wbo the CTpt&^ hii(baiid,.liuftnd is > 
His hands, iiiethinks, are hath'd in daughter* 
Ah me ! what ghaftlynTpe^te's yOn, 
Comes^ in his pale uicoud, bleeding after t 

Pole as he is, here laythim, lay him down^ 
Q lay his cold li^d^my^ipillow; - 
Take afft take aff thefe bridal weeds, 
Aad crd^m my careful head ^th yellaw. 

Pde tho^ thoa art, yet be(^ yet heft belevM, 
O could my warmth to life reftore thee | ^ 
Yet U^ aU ni^ht between m jlbreafts ; . 
Mo ygotlilay ever there bdbre thee. 

Pale, pale indeed, O Idvely, lorelf yeath f 
Foreive, fbrgiTe fo fisol a Amgfater^ 
And lie all night between my breafts, . 
No y omh fhW t^cr tie ther^ i&tt. 

Rctisnit<fetunH 'OiBMRmrali noufiiiid hnd^^ 
Retara-pd dry diy oAleftihifo^ 
Thy loftr hieds nought of diy fighs. 
He li^flL cbips ia che.bnies tX tarremf* 
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T E A-t A B L fe 

MISCELLANY:: 

V O lu II.' 

When nue h'^Mdhy6f^(flfatet * 
Or nnhenfljejings 'v^ifh heavhtly grat^^ "j 
In nvhaf nve" hear andnuhat^ejee^ 
Honuravijhing^s the harf^bny ! ■• 
No charms like Ctlia^s V9ic)ejhrprsfifp'' 
Except the mujic ofh^ej^si L A ii ti S b 6 W i?. 

S ON G L 

Njrinph of the plain, 
By a jolly young fwain^ r 
By a jolly young fwain. 
Was addrefs'd to be kind : ^ 
But relcntlcfc I find 
To his prayers flie appeared, 
'tW himfelf he cndcar'd, 
In a manner fo foft, fo engaging and fii^eet. 
As foon might perfuade l^r his pafiion to meet* 

How much he adorM her. 

Mow oft he implorM her, 

liow oft he im^lor'd her, r 

I cannot expreft 5 

But he lov'd to excefs. 

And fwore he would die, 

If (he would hot cortipl'y, 
In a manner fo foft, £0 engagmg and fweet^ 
As foon nMght perfuade her his p>if£on to meeW - 
Vol. II. A 
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While blaflies like rofes. 

Which nature compofes, 

Which nature cohnpofeSi 

Vermilioned her face, 

With an ardcMir and grace,. 

Which her lover improv'd. 

When he found he had mov'd, 
In a manner fo foft, fo engaging ^and fwect, 
As foon might perfuade her his pafllpn to me^t; 

When wak'd from the joy. 
Which their fouls did employ^ 
• Which their fouls did employ,. 
From her ruby warm lips, 
Thoufand odours he (ips,. 
At the figlit of her eyes 
. He faints and he dies,. 
In a manner fo foft, fo engaging and fwect> 
As foon might perfuade her his paffion to meet*. 

But how they fliall part. 

Now becomes all the fmart. 

Now becomes all the fmart. 

Till he vow'dto his fair. 

That to cafe his own care. 

He would meet her again. 

And 'till then be in pain. 
In a manner fo foft, fo engaging and fweet^ 
As foon might perfuade her his paOdon to meet* 

SONG XL 

SE N D home my long ftray'd eyes to me. 
Which ah ! too long have dwelt on thee ; 
But if from thee they've learn'd fuch ill, 
Tofweetly fmile. 
And then beguile. 
Keep the deceivers, keep them ftlll. 

Send home my harmlefs heart again, 
WAkb no unwoTthj thought cou'd Ram f 
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B\it if it has been uught bj thine,^ 

To forfeit both 

Its word and oatb^ 
Keep ity for then 'tis none of mine. 

Yet fend me home my heart and eyes^ 
That I may fee and know thy lies, 
And laugh one day perhaps when thou 

Shalt grieve for one 

Thy love will fcorn, 
And prove as falfe as thou art now. 

SONG IIL 

WH I L S T I fondly view the charmer, 
Thus the God of love I fuc, 
Gentle Cupidf pray difarm her, 

Cupid, if you love me, do : 
Of a thouTand fweets bereave her, 
Rob her neck, her lips her eyes. 
The remainder ftill will leave her 
Power enough to tyrannizei 

Shape and feature, flame and- paffion 

Still in every breart will move, 
More is fupererogatibn, 

Meer idolatry of love : 
You may drefs a world of Chlott 

In the beauties fhe can fpare ; 
Hear him, CupU, who no foe is- 

To your altars, or the fair. 

Foolifii mortal, pray be cafy. 

Angry Cupid made reply> 
Do Florella*s charms difplcafe you^ * 

Die then, foolifh mortal, die t 
Fancy not that I'll deprive her 

Of the captivating (lore ; 
Shepherd, no, I'll rather give her 

Twenty tbooiand bcatuies mora 
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Were FlirtUa proud tftd fbw, ^ 

Apt to mock a lovci^s care ? 
Ju'ftly then you'd pray that poWdr 

Shou'd be taken fr6m the fahr : 
Btit tho* r fpread a blemift^ o'er her» 

No relief ih that you'U find ; 
Still, fond (hepherd, you'U adore her v 

Pdr the beauties of her mvcA^ 

SON G ^ IV. 

T£ N years, like %r^y ihy ftubborn heart 
Wtthftood th' aflault of fond dcfire : 
But now, alas \ I feel a fmart. 
Poor ly like^ Tf^9 am fet on fire; 

With care we ihiy a pile fdcure, 

And from all common fparks defi^iid : 

But oh ! who can a houfe fecure^ 
When the coelefttal flames defcehd?' 

Thus was I fafe, till ifrom your eyes 

Deftru^ve fires are brightly given ; 
Ah ! who can fhun the warm fiirprife. 

When lo ! the lightening cbhies froxh h^ftren* 

S O N G V. 

WHILST! gase on ChUe tremUing^ 
Straight her eyes my fate declare f 
When fhe fmilcs I fear diflembling» 
When fhe frowns I then defpain 
Jisalous of fome rival lover, 

If a wand'ring look ifhe give ; 

Fain I would rciolve to leave her. 

But can fooner c^aft te live. 

Why fhould I conceal my paffion» 

Or the torments I tndure ? 
/ wiH difclofe my inclination : 
iltrfui diftance f£i^ IM> «a)re« 
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Sure It h flot in ber natare. 

To be cniel to her flavc ; 
She is too divine a creature 

To deftroy \diat ilie can fave. 
Happy's he whofe inclination 

Warm s but with a gentle heat : 
Never mounts to raging pafTion, 

Love*s a torment if too great* 
When the ftdrm is once blown over, 

Soon the ocean quiet grows ; 
But a conftant faithful lover ^^ 

Seldom meets with true repdfe. Wk 

SONG VI. 

MY days have been fo wond'rous free. 
The little birds that fly, 
With carelefs eafe from tree to tree, 

Were but as bled as I. 
Afk gliding waters, if a tear 

Of mine increased theur Hream-: 
Or aik the flying gales, if e'er 

I lent a figh to thctti. 
But now my fortner days retire. 

And I'm by beauty caught : 
The tender chains of fweet dcCira 

Are fixt upon my tliought. 
An eager hope within my bread 

Does every doubt controul ; 
And lovely Nafi/y (lands confeft 

The favourite of my foul. 
Ye nightingales, ye twifting pines. 

Ye fwain$ that haunt the grove. 
Ye p;entle echoes, breezy winds. 

Ye clofe retreats of love ; 

With all bf nature, all of art, 

Affifl the dear defign, 
Q teach a young unpraftisM heart, 

To make her ^er mine. 

Vol. II. B 



^30 SONGS. 

The very thought of change I hatCy 

As much as of derpair^ 
And hardly covet to be greati 

Unlefs it be for her. 
*Tis true the paffion in my mind 

Is mixt ynih foft diftrefs ; 
-Yet -while the fair I love is ktndf 

I cannot wilh it lefs. 
— ■ ■ "f '■ " ' ■■ ■ ■ ■ I ■ 

SONG vir. 

A Idb in the Do^ns the fleet was moor'd, 
XjL iiie ftreamcrs waving in the wind, 
When black eyed Sufan came on board ; 
Oh I where fhall 1 my true love find ? 
Tell me, ye jovial failors, tell me true, 
If my fweet Williani fails among the crew. 
Williamy who high upon the yard, ^ 

Rock'd with the billows to and fro \ 
Soon as her well known voice he heard, 
He figh'd, and caft his eyes below : • 
The c6rd Sides gentl]f through his glowing hands, 
And quick as lightening on the deck he Hands. 
So the fweet lark, high pois'd in air. 

Shuts clofe his pinions to his breaH, 
(If chance his mate's fhrill voice he hear) 
And. drops at orice into her neft : 
The nobleft captain in the Britijh fleet 
Might envy William' i lips thofe kiffes fweet* 

O Sufauy Sufan, lovely dear ! 

My vows ihall ever true remain, 
Let me kifs off that faliing tear, 
We only part to meet again ; 
Change as ye lift, ye winds, my heart fiiall be 
The faithful compafs that ft ill points at thee. 

Believe not what the landmen fay, 

Who tempt with doubts thy conftant mind j 

They'll tell, the failors when away, 
la ev'ry port a m\&it(& ^nii x 
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Yes, yei, believe them when they tell thee fo, 
For thou art prefent wherefoe'er I go : 

If to fair Indians coaft we fall. 

Thy eyes are feen in diamond's bright, 
Thy breath is Afrit? s fpicy gale, 
Thy (kin is ivory fo white ; 
Thus every beauteous object that I view, 
Wakes in my foul fome charms of lovely Bw^ 

Though battles call me from thy arms, ^ 

Let not raj pretty Sufan mourn, 
- Thongh cannons roar, yet fafe from haiA 

William (hall to his dear return. 
Love turns afidethe balls that round me fly, 
Lefl precious tears fhould drop from Sufan* s eye;^- 

The boatfwain gave the dreadful Word, 

The fails their fwelling b6fom fpread. 
No longer muft {he ftay aboard ; 

They kifsM ;' (he %h^d ; he hung his head : 
Her leflenihg boat unwilling rows to land. 
Adieu, (he cries 9 and wav'd her lily hand. - 

S O NO VIIL 

SWEET are the charms of her I love. 
More fragrant than the damafk rofe. 
Soft as the down of turtle- dove. 
Gentle as winds when Zephyr blows, 
Refrefhing, as defcending rains 
To fun- burnt climes and thirfty plains* 

Tfue as the needle to the pole. 

Or as the dial to the fun^ 
Conftant as gh'dlrfg waters roll,' 

Whofe fwelling tides obey the moon ; 
From every other charmer free, 
My Ufe and love (hall follow thee. 
B 2 
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The lamb the flowery diTine devours,. 

The dam the tender kid purfues, 
Syr^t Philomel^ in ibady bovrers 
Of verdant fpring, her note renews ;: 
All follow what they mod admire,^. 
A^ I pnrfue my fours defirc. 

Nature muft change her beauteous facei 

And vary as the feafbns rife ; 
As winter to the fpring gives place, 
Summer th! approach of Aiitumn flies : 
No cbarigi: on love the fealbns bringi 
i^oyt on^ kaows perpetual fpring. 

Devourinfi; time, with ftealing pace. 
Makes lofty oaks and cedars bow ; 
And marble towers and walls of brafs 
In his rude march he levels low : ' 
But time, deftroying far and wide, 
X«ove from the k>u1 can ne'er divide. 

Deatli only with his cruel dart 

The gentle Godhead can remove, 
And drive him from the bleeding heart 
To mingle with the hleft above. 
Where known to all his kindred train,. 
He finds a lading reft from pain. 

Love and his fider fair the foul. 

Twin- born from heaven together came fe 
Love will the univerfe controtal. 

When dying fcafons lofe their name;. 
Divine abodes fliall own his power. 
When time and death fhall be no more. . 

SONG IX, 

FAIR Ith and her fwain 
Were in a (hady bower. 
Where Thirfu long in vain 
H'iid ipught.thc happ> Yio\xt»^ 
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At' lengtbf hx$ hand advancing 

Upon her fnowy breaft, 
He/aid» O ! kifs me longer^ 

Longer yet and longer,. 
If you would make me bleft. 

1 & 1 8* • 

An eafy yielding maid 

By truiling is undone^ 
Our fex is oft betray'd 

By granting love too foon ; ; 
If you defire to gain me. 

Your iuflperings to redrefs, .- \^ , 

Prepare to love me longer, * 

Longer yet and longe/. 
Before you ihall poiTefs. 

Thirsis. 
The little care you fliow, 
. . Of all mj forrpws pail j 
Makes death appear too flow, > , 

And life too long to laft ; . .. 

Oh, Irhf kifs me kindly, 

In pity of my fate, 
Pair ir;/, kifs me kindly. 

Kindly ftill and kindly, , 
Before it be too late. 

Iri s» 
You fondly court your blifs. 
And no advances make ; 
*Tis not for maids to kifs. 

But 'tis for men to take : 
So you may kifs me kindly, -, 

And I will not rebel, 
iWfjr^j; may kifs me kindly^ 
Kindly ftill and kindly ; 
But never kifs and tell. 

Alternative. *- 

And may I kifs you kindly i 

Tes you may kifs me kindly. 

And kindly ftill and kindly I 

4nd hndlyJMl and kindly.^ 

B 5^ ; 



:^4 i^ Or K 6 j5» 

Aiid will yon not rebel i 

And I miil not reheL 
Then, love. Til ki(s thee kiadlj, , 

Kindly (till and kindly, 
But never kifs and telL. 



AH ! bright Beliftday hither fly. 
And fucba light difcover, . 
As may ^ abfent fun fopply. 
And chcar the drooping lov^r* 

Arife, royvday, with fpeed arifet 

And all my forrows baniih : 
Before the fun of thy bright eyes, . 

All gloomy terrors vaniQi. 

No longer let me figh in vain>.. 

And curfe thfc hoarded treafu^e : 
Why (hould you love to give us pain, , 

When you were made for pleafure ?.. 

The petty powers of hell defiroy ; 

To fave's the pride of hfeaven : 
To you the firft, if you prove coy ; 

If kind, the J^ft i& given. 

The choice then fure's not hard to make,. 

Betwixt a good and evil : 
Which* title had you rather take, , 

My Goddefs^ or, my DtvU? 

S O N G XI. 
'IE! jt/z^, fcorn the little arts. 
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Which; meaner beauties ufe. 
Who 'think they ne'cp fecure our hiearts, 
l/nids they am refufe; 
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Are cojr and flijr; willieem to frown> 

To raifc our pafllon higher ; 
But when the poor delight is known, 

It quickly palls <icfirc. 

Gome let*s not trifle time away. 

Or ftop you know not why ; 
Youy blufties and your eyes betray 

What death you mean to die ! 
Let all your maiden fears be gone, . 

And love no more be croft : 
Ah ! Liza^ when the joys are known>'. 

You'll curfe the minutes paft.. 

S ON a; XIL:. 

BE wary, my Celfa, when Celadon fues, 
Thefe luits are the bane of youn charms : . 
Beauty, play*d againft reafon, will tertainly lofe, 
Warring naked with robbers in arms. 

Young Damon defpis'd for his plainnefs of parts, 
Has worth that a, woman would prize ; 

He'll run the race ouU though he heavily darts, 
And diftanceXhc fliort- winded ivije* 

Yoxxrfool IS a faint in the temple of love. 

And kneels all his life there to pray ; 
Your nvit but looks in, and makes haftc to rcmore, 

'Tis a ftage he but takes in his way. 

SONG XIII. 

STELLA and FUvia every hour. 
Do various hearts furprife ; 
In Stella* i foul lies all her power. 
And Flavians in her eyes. 

More boundlefs Flavians conquefls arc^ 

And Stella* s more confin'd : 
All can difcern a face that's fair,- 

But few a lovely mind. 
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Stellay like Britair^s monarch, reigns 
~ O'er cultivated lands f 
like eaftem tyrants^ Fiavia deigns 
To rule o'er barren fands. 

Then boaft, fair Flavta^ boaft tbyface. 

Thy beauty's only ftore : 
Thy charms will every day deereafe^ ., 

Each day gives Stella more. 

SON G XIV. 

F all the girls that are fo fmart» 
There's none like.pretty Saify*^, 
She is the darling of my hearty 

And (he lives in our alley; 
There is no Udy in the land 
Is half &> fweet as Saliy-^. 
She is the darling of my heart, . 
And (he lives in our alley. 

Her father he makes cabbage, nets, ■■. 

And through the ftrcets does -cry 'eHr - 
Her mother me fells laces long. 

To fuch as pleafe to buy '-em : 
But fure fuch folks cou'd ne^er beget 

So.fweet' a girl as Sallys 
She is the darling of my i^eart. 

And fhe lives in our alley. 

When fhe is by., I leave my work,' - 

I love her fo fincerely ; 
My mafter comes like any Tu'rk^ 

And bangs me moft feverely ; 
But let him bang his'belly full, 

I'll bear it aU for ,S^/^,- 
She is the darling of my heart. 

And fhe lives in our alley. 

Of all the isLj% are in^the week^ 
I dcdrly loYt but one day^ 
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And that's the day that conies betwixt 

The Saturday and Monday^ 
For then I'm drefl in all my bcftt^ 

To walk abroad with Sally ^ 
She is the darling of my hearty. 

And fhe lives m our alley; . 

My mafter carries me to churclv 

And often am I blamed, 
Becaufe I leave him in the lurch^ 

As foon as text is named : 
I leave the church in fermon-time^ 

And (link, away with 8ally ; 
She is the darling of my heart,. 

And. fhe lives m. our alley* 

When Chriftmai comes about again*: 

O ! then I ihall have money ; 
I'll hoard it up and box it all. 

And give it to. my honey : 
And wou'd it were teit thoufand poun<S 

I'd give it all to Sally ; 
She is the darling of my heart. 

And (he lives in our alley. 

My matter and the neighbours alii 

Make game of me and Sally^ 
And (but for her) I'd better be 

Aflave and row a galley ; 
But when my feven long years are out, 

O ! then I'll marry Sally y 
O ! then we'll wed, and then we'll bed, :> 

But ay not in our alley. 

S O N G:- XV. 

WOULD youhave ayouagvirginof fifteen years? 
Youmuft tickle her fancy with fwcet anddears^ . 
Ever taying and playing, andfwcetly fweetli: 
Sbg a lovetfonnet,. suid cbacm her ears ; . 
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Witttty, prettily talk her down, 
Cbace her» and praife her if fair or brown } 
Sooth her and fmooth her. 
And teafe her and pleafe her. 
And touch but her fmicket, and all's- your own. 

Do ye fiincy a widow, well known in men ? 
With the front of afforance come boldly on ; 
Be at her each moment, and brifkly brifldy 
Put her in mind, ho^ her time deals on t- 
Rattle and prattle aldio' (he frown^ 
Roufe her and toufe her from monf tfil no#ni 
And (hew her forae hour 
You are able to grapple. 
And get but her writings^ and^^^U's your own* 

Do ye fancy a punk of a humoiir free. 

That's kept by a fumbler of quality ? 

Yoq mud rail at her keeper, and tell her, tell her» 

That pleafure's beft charm is variety ; 

Swear her much fairer than all the towm... 
Try her and ply her when* C'tf/^Vgoner 
Dog her and jog her. 
And meet her and treat her, 
And kifs with a guinea, and all's your own. 

SONG XVL 

S H s 

OH love ! if a God thou wilt bei^ 
Do juftice in favour of me i^ 
For yonder approaching I fee, 

A man with a beard. 

Who, as I have heard. 

Hath often undone 

Poor maids that have none, . 

With fighing and toying. 

And crying and lyings.. 
And fucb kind of foolery. 
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He. 
Fair naid^ by your leave. 
My heart does receive 
Strange pleafure to meet you here : 

Pray tremble not fo, 

Nor offer to go, 
m do you no harm 1 fwear, 
rU do you no harm I fwear. 

She. 
My mother is fpinning at home. 
My father works hard at the loom^ 
And we are a milking come ; 

Their dinner they want ; 

Then pray ye, Sir, don't 

Make more ado on't, 

Nor give us affront ; 

We're none of the town 

Will ly down for a crown. 
Then away, Sir, and giye us room- 

H£. 

By Phashus and Jove^ 
By honour and love, 
I'll do thee, dear fweet, no harm ; 
Ye're as fre(h as a rofe, 
' j^ I want one of thofe ; 

Ah ! how fuch a wife would charm, 
Ah ) how fuch a wife would charm. 

She. 
And can you then like the old rule, 
Be conjugal, honeft and dull, 
And marry, and look like a fool ? 

For I muft be plain. 

All tricks are in vain ; 

There's nothing can gain 

What you would obtain. 

Like moving and proving, 

By wedding, true loving. 
My leflba learnt at fchool. 
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PHto't by this hand, 
I've houfes and land, 
£Aate too in good iree- bold 4 

My dear, let us join^ 

It all {hall be thine, 
Belides a good purfe of gold, 
Befides a good purfe X)f gold. 

You make me te tluflmcyw, I vovr. 

Ah me ! fhaH I baulk my cow ? 

Butflnce the late oath you%avefware^ 
Your foul fliall not be 
In danger for me; '■ " 
I'll rather agree 
Of two to make three : 
We'll wed, a»d we'll bed. 
There's no more to be faid 

And I'll ne'er go a milking more. 

SONG xvii. 

A I D E N, frefli as a rofe, 



M 



Young, buxom, and full of jollity, 
Take no fpoufe among b^aux, 

Fond of their raking quality ; / 
He who wears a long bulh. 

All powder'd down from his.pericrane^ 
And with nofe full of fnufh, 

Snuffles out love in a merry vein. 

Who, to dames of high place. 
Does prattle like any parrot too ; 

Yet with doxies a brace 
At night pigs in a garret too; 

Patrimony out- run. 
To make a fine fhow to carry jhee : 

PJainly, friend, thou'rt undone, 
Iffuch SL creature maii^ tVi«. 



SONGS. 24f 

Then for fear of a bribe. 
Of flatt'ring noife and vanity» 

YoaJc a lad of our tribe, 
He'll fliew the bcft humanity : 

Flaihy thou wilt find love. 
In civil as well as fecular ; 

But when the fpirit doth movei 
We have a gift particular. 

Though our gravenefs is pride, 
That booby's the more may venerate^ 

He who g^ts a good bride. 
Can jump when he's to generate ; 

Off then goes the difguife, 
To bed in his arms he'll carry thee ; 

Then to be happy and wife. 
Take yea and nay to marry thee. 

SONG xviir. 

LAST Sunday at St. Jameses prayVs, 
The prince and princefs by, 
I, drefs'd all in my whale -bone airs. 

Sat in a clofet nigh. 
I bow'd my knees, I held my book, 

Read all the apfwers o'er ; 
But was perverted by a look, 

Which pierc'd me from the door. 
High thoughts of heaven I came to ufe, 

With the devouteft care ; *- 

Which gay young Strephon made mc lofe. 

And all the raptures there. 
He wait to hand me to my chair. 

And bow'd with courtly grace ; 
But whifper'd love into mine ear. 

Too warm for that grave place* 
Love, love, faid he, by all ador'd, 

My tender heart has won : 
But 1 grew peevifk at the word, 

Defir'd he might be gone, 

Vol. II. C 
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He went quite out of fight, while I 

A kinder aniwer meant ; 
Nor did I foi my fins that day, 
'3y half fo muc^;repent. 

S O ^ O^ XIX. 

LOVE, thou art the bpft of human joys, 
Our chiefefthappinefs i>elow ; 
, AU other pleafures arc but toys, 
^idufic without theeis but tioife, . '. 
Beauty but an empty P;ow. , ;. 

^Heaven that knew beft^ what men could 2noTe» 
And FQifehis thoughts ab^ye t^ brute. 

Said, let him 4>e, and let him love, 

That only muft his foul improve, 
Howe'er philofopthers dzfpute. . « 

^ •-.' i ' -J ' 

'^ 6 Jti. G XX. 

D. E S P A I R I NX5 befide a clear ftrcam, 
A fhepherd for faken was laid ; 
And while a falfe nymph was bis theznei 

A wUlpw/upported his head. 
The wind that blew^over the plain^ 

To his fighs -svith a figh did reply ; 
«&nd the bropk in return to his pain, 
':Ran mournfully murmuring by* 

Alas ! .(illy fwaih that I was ; 

(Thus fadly complaining he cry'd) 
When fii'ft 1 beheld that fair face, 

'Twere better by far 1 had dy'd : 
She talk'd, and I bleft her dear tongue, 

When (he fmiPd it was pleafure too great 4 
1 liften'd, and xry'd when fhe fung. 

Was nightingale ever fo fweet ! 

ifiowfooUQi was I to Relieve 
She ^ould doat on fo \owV{ ^ clovmt 
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Or that her fend heart would not grieve, 

To fi)rfake the fine folk of the town .^ 
To think that a beauty fo gaf , 

So kind and fo condant would provt ; 
Or go clad like our maidens in gtej, 

Or live in a cottage on lave ? . . ^ - 

What though I have (kill to complain>^ 

Tho* the mufes my temples have crowrfd. 
What tho% when they bear my foft ftrains, 

The virgins (it weeping around f 
Ah Co//ni thy hopes arc in vain,V. "^ 

Thy pipe and thy laurel refign, ' -> 

Thy feir one inclines 16 a fwain, 

Whofe mufic is fweetcr than thine., ♦ 

All you, my comfMinitnis fo dear. 

Who forrow to fee me betray'd, : 

Whatever I fuffer, forbear, . i 

Forbear to accu(e the falfe fiisii. t . 
Tho* thro* the wide world I fliou'd rang«, 

'Tis in vain from my fortune to fly ; 
'Twas her's to be falfe indto change, 

'Tis mine to be conftantsend die? ' ^ * ♦ '^ 
If while my hard fate I fdftain^ 

In her breaft any pity is found, ' ' ^ 

Let her come witS'the nyinphs of the pla^v* ' 

And fee me laid low i^ the jground r \ • . *' ■ 

The laft humble boon ihlt I crave, 

Is to (hade me with cypre(s and yew; '^ 

And when (he looks down on ray grave. 

Let her own that her (hepherd was truew . ^^ 

Then to her new love let her go^ ,,.f ; ) 

And deck her in golden array ; ti ■ 7 

Be fineft at every fine (how,, i 

And frolic it all the long day : - ' . ' 

While Cc^ifiy fprgotteh -and gone, } - .: ' 

No more (hall be talk'd of or feen, j 

Unle(s when beneath the pale moon, . 

Hi« ghoft (hall glide over the gree&in^ 
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SONG XXL 

>'Tri WAS when the feas were roaring, 
• X With hollo Jlr Wafts of wind, 
A damiel lay deploring, 

All on a rock rfcclinM. ^ 
Wide o'er the roaring billows, 

She caft a wifhful look ; 
Her head was crown'd with willows. 

That trembled o'er the brook. 

Twelve months were gone and oyer. 

And nine long tedious days : 
Why didft thou, vent'rous lover. 

Why didft thou truft the fcas i 
Ceafe, ceafe then, cruel ocean, 

And let my lover reft : 
Ah ! what's that troubled motion^ 

To that within my breaft i 

The merchant robb*d of treafuret 

Views tcmpcfts in defpair ; 
But what's the lofs of treafure, 

To lofing of my dear ! 
Shou'd you fome coaft be laid on. 

Where eold and diamonds grow. 
You'd find a richer maiden, 

But none that loves you fo« 

How can you fay that nature 

Has nothing' made in vain I 
Why then beneath the water 

Do hideous rocks remain ? 
No eye thcfe rocks diicovcr, 

Tiiat lurk beneath the deep. 
To wreck the wandering lover. 

And leave the maid to wtep. 

All melancholy tying, 

Thus wail'd (he for her dear, 
RepsLy^d each blaft with Hghing^ 
Each hUhvic with a Uax ; 
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When o*cr the white waves (looping. 

His floating corps ftie fpy'd , 
Then like a lily drooping, 

i>he bow'd her head> and iyd. 

SONG XXIL 

REMEMBER, Damon, you did tell^ . 
In chaftity you lov'd me well ; 
But now, alas ! I am undone. 
And here am left to make my moan : 
To doleful (hades I will remove. 
Since I'm defpis'dby him I love. 
Where poor forfaken nymphff are fcen, . 
In lonel^ walks of willow green. 

Upon my dear's deluding tongue. 
Such foft perfuafive language hung. 
That when his words had filence bioke. 
You wou'd have though^ an ^ngcl fpoke. • 
Too happy nymph, whoe'er (he be. 
That now enjoys my charming he J . . 

For oh ! I fear it to my coil, 
She's found the heart that I have loft. * 

Beneath the faireft ftoT^er on earth, 
A fnake may hide, or take its birth ; 
So his falfe breaft, conceal it did 
His heart, the fnake that there lay iid. ^ 
*Tis falfe to fay, we happy are, 
Since men delight thus to enfiiare ; > 
In man no woman can be bleft, . 
Their vows are wind, their lovea jeft, . 

Ye Gods, in pity to my grief^ ■ 
Send me my Damon^ or relief t 
Return the wild delicious boy. 
Whom once I thought jnv fytm% of joys ^ 
But whilft I'm begging or this bhfs, 
Methinks I hear you anfwer thus^ 
When Damon hat enjoy* d^ he flies ^ » 
JVbofeej bim^ loves ; ^who loves hitit^ diew-^ 

• C 3 , 
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There^ not a bird that haunts the groy«^ 
But is a witnefs of mj love : 
Now all the bleeters on the plain 
. Seem fympathizers in mj pain 4 
Echo's repeat my plaintive moans f 
The waters imitate my groans ; 
The treei their bending boughs recline^, 
And droop their heads as I do mine;. 

S O H G XXIIL 

ONa.ban]f^.befide a-willow. 
Heaven her covering,, earth her piObWy. 
Sad Amynta figh*d alone : 
Vrom the ch earkfs dawn 6f mornings 
Till the dews of night returning. 
Singing) thus (he made her moaU} 
Hope is banifh'dy '^ 

Jbys are vanifh'd, 
'Damon lOf belovM is gone* 

Time, I dare thee to difcover 
Such a youth and fuch a lover ^ 

Oh ! fo true,.fo kind was hei 
Damon was the pride of nature. 
Charming in his every feature y 

Damon livM alone for me : 
Melting kiffes, 

^ Murmuring blifles. 

Who fo liv'd and lovM as we ? 

Never fliaU we curfc the mornings 
Never blefs the ni^ht returning, 

Sweet embraces toreftore ; 
Never fhall we both lie dyii^. 
Nature failing, love fuppfying 
All the joys he drain'd before :- 
To befriend me, 
Death) 4Come> end me^ . 
Lore and Datmn are nomoK*. 
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S O N G XXIV. 

ALEXIS fhunM his^ fellow fwainsp 
Their rural fports and jocund flratns, . 

(Heaven guard us all from Cupid* j how i}^ 
He loft his crook, he left his docks. 
And wandering thro' the lonely rocks» 

He nourilh'd.tndlcfs woe. 
The nymphs ax]^d ihepherds round Kim came^. 
His grief fomc; pity, others blame ; 

The fkul caufe aU kindl^/ feek : 
He mingled his concern with theirs, 
He gave tlttm back. their friendly tcars^ \^ 

He figl?a'; but could not fpeake 

Clarinda came among the red. 
And {he too, kind concern expreft, 
And a{k*d the reafon of his woe ;, 
She afk'd ; but with an air and meio^ 
As made it eafily forefcen, 
She fear'd too much t» know; 

Thie (kepherd rais'd his mournful head) 
And will you pardon me, he faid, 

While I the cruel ;ruth jevcal j 
Which nothing from my bread fhould teai^ 1 

Which never Ihould offend your cari . 

But that you bid me tell ? 

^Tis thus I rove, 'tis thus complain. 
Since you appear'd upon the plain ; 

You are the caufe of all my care z 
Your eyes ten thoufand dangers dart j- 
Tcn thoufand torments vex my heart ; 

I love, and I defpair; 

Too much, Jtexis^ 1 hare heard/ 

^is what Ithought, 'tis what I fear'd;- 

And yet I pardoiv you, (he cry*d^ 
But you (hall promife, ne'er again 
To breathe your vowsHn* fpeak your paou 

He bovp?d, obci'd, and dy!d. 
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S" O N G XXV. 

WH Y fo pale and wan, fond lover ? 
Prithee, why fo pale ? 
Wai, whwa looking well can't move her,- 
Looking ill prevail? 
Prithee, why fo pale ? 

Why fo dull and mute, young finncr ? ' 

Prithee, why fo route ? • 
Will, when fpeaking well can't "win her, * 

Saying nothing do*t f 

Prithee, whyifo mute I 

Qjut, quit for (hame ; this, will not move, % 

This cannot take her ; . 
If-of herfcll file wiU.not love, 

Nothing can make her : . 

The devil uke her. 

<>.«#« »« « 0» « <» « » #:#^ 
' S O N G ' XXVI. 

MYfriend^ndl,^ ^ 
We drank whode jpifs pots 

Full of fack up to the brim : . 
r drank to*my friend. 

And he drank his pot,' 

So we. put ^bout the whim ; 
Three bottles and, a quart 
tVe fwallow'd down our throat, 

(But hang fuch puny iips as thefe ;) 
We laid us all along. 
With our mouths unto the: bung. 

And tipt whole hogfiieads off with eafe. 

Iheardofafop 

That drank whole tankards, 

Styl'dhimiclf the prince of fots : 
But I fay now, hang 

A>uch fill]^ drunkards, 

Melt their flagoo&y l^^eak their pots*. 
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My friend and I did join 
For a cellar full of wine. 

And we drank the vintner tmt of door ^ 
We drank it all up . 
In a morning* at a fup, 

And greedily rov*d about for more* 

My friend to me 

Did make t]>is motion. 

Let us to the vintage fkip : 
Then we embarkM 

Upon the ocean 9 ' 

Where we fotmd a S^anijh fliip 
Deep laden with wine. 
Which was fuperfine. 

The failors fwore five hundred tun ; 
We drank it all at fea, 
E're we came unto the key. 
And themerchs^nt fwore he was quite undone. 
My friend, not having 

Quench'd his thtrft» 

Satd, Let's to the rineyards haftc : 
Straight then we fail'd 

To the Canaries^ 

Which afforded juft a tafte i „ ^ 
From thence unto the Rhine^ ^ 

Where we drank up all the wine» 

Till Bacchui cry'd, Hold yc fotl, or youdfe^ 
And fwore he never found, .\ 

In his univerfal round. 

Such thirdy fouls as my friend and L 
Out fie ! cries one. 

What a beaft he makffi hinif » 

He can neither Jiand nor goi 
Out you beaft, you, " 

You're much miftaken, 

When e'er knew yon a beaft drink fo T 
*Tis when we drink the leaft, 
That we drink moft like a beaft ; 

fii^ when we caroufe it fix in haad 



tjo SONGS. 

'Tis then, and only then. 

That we drink the mod like men» 

When we drink till we can neither go nor fiami. 

SONG XXVII. 

LE T foldievs fight ft» prey or praife| 
And money be the mifer's wifli, 
Poor £bhoUr»iludy all their days. 

And gluttons glory in their difh : 
^TT// ivtrte, pure nuine revives fad fiids i 
Therefore .fill us the chearing bo'wts, . ' 

Let minions marfhal erery haiTt 

And in a lover's lock delight/ . 
And artificial colours wear : 

Pure wine is tmtive red and white : 

The b2vp.kwar4 fpitttit makes brave, 

That "Ulrely .which before was dull y . 
Opens th*e h^rt that loves to (ave. 

And kindnefs flows, from cups brim^fuU : . 

Sdrtie men want youth, and others health, 

Some want a wife, and fome a punk. 
Some men want wit, and others wealth ; 

But they want nothing that are drunk: . 
•77/ *wif»p pure *wine revive t fa^feulr 
Therefore give us the chearing bonv/f. . 

S. Q N G. XXVItL 

FArbwsll, my bonny, bonny, witty pretty^ Magggt - 
And a* the rofy laffes milking on the -Dowti : 
Adieu the flow'ry meadaws, aft fae dear to Jocky^ 

The fports and merry glee of Edinhoro^ town : ^ 
Since French and Spanifh louns ftand at bay, 
And valiant tads of Britain hold 'em plav. 
My reap-hook I maun caft quite away, 
And fight too like a man, 
Among^ 'emJfor our ro7al<\]aeenv//?«^-. . 
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Each carle oilrijh mettle battles like a dragon : 

The Germans waddle, and ftraddle to the drum ; 
The Italian and the butter bowzy Hogan Mogan ,• 

Good-faith then, Scottijh Jccky naauna ly at hame: 
For iincc they are ganging to hunt renown, 
And fwear they'll quickly ding auld Monjieur down, 
I'll follow for a pluck at his crown. 

To ihew that Scotland can 

Excel 'em for <Jur royal queen ^nne^ 

Then welcome from Vtgo^ 

And cudgelling Don Diego ^ V 

With ftrutting rafcallions, 

And. plundering the galleons : 

£ach brifk valiant fellow 

Fought at RondendelloiUf ' ^ 

And thofe who did meet 

With the Newfoundland 9Lt^X% 

When for late fucceffes, 

Which Europe confeflcs, 
At land by our gallant commanders j 

The Dutch in ftrong beer, 

Should be drunk for a year, 
With their general's health in Flanders, 

HJKXX>0<>0<X><^H3h«$*4|h-$^4^'4^><XX>C><X><><X'|t> 

SONG XXIX. 

TH £ ordnance aboard. 
Such Joys does afford. 
As no mortal, no mortal, no mortal) 

JNo mortal e'er more fan deiire ; /• 

£ach member repairs 
From the tower to the (lairs, 
And by water nuhujh^ and by water ^ujh^ 
By water they all go to fire. 

Of each piece that's a (horc. 
They fcarch from the bore j 
And to proving, to proving, to proyingy 
To proving they go in fair wc&thfti \ « 
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Their glalTes are large. 
And whene'er they difcharge^ 
There's a ^^huzza, a ^ huzza, a hoo hnzzri 
Guns and bumpers go off together. 

Old Vulcan for Mars^ 
Fitted tools for his warSf 
To enable him, enable him, enable hhn. 
Enable him to conquer the fader : 
But Mars had he been 
Upon our Wooltuich green. 
To have heard hco huzza, boo huzza, ho9 huZza, 
He'd have own'd great Marlborough his matter. 

SONG XXX. 

LEAVE off your foolxfli prating* 
Talk no more of Whig and Tory^ 
But drink your glafs» 
Round let it pafs. 
The bottle ftands before ye : 

Fill it up to the top, 
Let the night with mirth be crown'd, 

Drink about, fee it out. 
Love and friendihip dill go round. 

If claret be a bleffing. 
This night devote to pleafure ; 
Let worldly cares. 
And ftate affairs, 
Be thought on at more leifure ; 

Fill it up to the top, 
Let the night with joy be crown'd, 

Drink about, fee it out, 
Love and fricndfhip ftill go round. 

If any is fo zealous, 
To be a party-minion. 

Let him drink like me. 
We'll foon agree, 
And be of one opmion ; 
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Fill your glafs, name your lafs. 
See her health go fweetly ro«n<3f 

Drink about, fee it out. 
Let the night with joy be crown'd; 

SONG XXXI. 

WE'LL drink, and we'll ofever have done, boys. 
Put the glafs then around with the fun, boys. 
Let jjfpollo^s example invite us. 
For he*s drunk every night, 
That makes hinr fo bright, 

That he's able next morning to light us. 

Drinking's a Chriftian diverfion. 
Unknown to T^rk and the Perfian: 

Let Mahometan fools 

Live by heath enifh rules. 
And dream o'er their tea-pots and coffee; 

While the brave Britons (ing. 

And drink healths to their king^ 
And a fig for ihQir/u/tan andjbffy. 

SONG XXXIT. 

WHILE the lover is thinking, 
With my friend I'll be drinking, 
And with vigour purfue my delight j 
While the fool is defigning, 
His fatal confining, 
With Bacchus I'll fpend the whole night. 

With the God I'll be jolly, ' 

Without madnefs and folly. 
Fickle woman to many implore ; 

Leave my bottle and friend. 

For fo fooliih an end ! 
When 1 do, may I never drink more« 
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SONG XXXUI. 

C£ L I A, let not pride undo you. 
Love and life'fiy iWiftly on $ 
Let not Damon ftill purfue you. 
Still in vain, till love is gone : 
Sec how fair the blooming rofe is. 

See by all how juftly priz^'d, 
But when it its beamy lofes, 
See the withered thing defpis'd* 

When thefe charm$ tbaC youth have lent you. 

Like the rofes ar« dt^^y'd^ 
Celia^ you*ll too late repent you. 

And be forc'd to die a ihaid ! 
Die a maid ! die a maid! die a maid! 

Celia you'll too late repent you. 
And be forc'd to die a maid i 

SONG XXXIV. 

I'LL range around the fhady bowers, 
And gather ail the fweeteft flowers ; 
I'll ftrip the garden and the grove. 
To make a garland for my love. 

When in thi fultry heat of day, 
My thirfty nymph does panting ly, 

I'll haften to the fountain's brink, 

And drain tfa^^ ftream that fhe may drink. 

At night, when (he fhall weary prove, 

A grafly bed I'll make ray love. 
And with green boughs I'll form a fiiade, 

That nothing may her reil invade. 

And whilft diiTolv'd in deep (he lies, 
Myfelf (hall never clofe thofe eyes ; 
JBut gazing ftill with fond delight, 
i^ii watch my charmtr all the night. 
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And then, as foon as chearful day 

Djfpcls the gloomy (hades awajr^ 
Forth to the foreft I'll repair, 

Add find provifiou ^ my £ur. 

Thus will I fpend the day aiui nighty. 

Still mixing pleafure with delight : 
Regarding nothing I endure, 

So I can eafe for her procure. 

But if the maid whom thus I love, 

Should e'er unkind and faithlefs proyc^ 

I'll feek fome difmal diftant (horc. 
And never think of woman more. 

S ON G' XXXV. 

THOUGH cruel you feem to my paiQ^ • 
And hate me hecaufe I am true s 
Yet, Phillisy yoa love a falfe fwain, 

Who has other nymphs in his vrevir. ' 
Enjoyment's a trifle to him. 

To me what a heaven it would be ? • 
To him but a wortiati you feem, 

But ah! you're an angel to me : 
Thqfc lips which he touches in hafte, . 

Ta them I for ever could grow, 
Still clinging around that dear waift, 

Which he fpans as be fide him you go ; : 
That arm, like, a lily fo white, 

Which over his ftoulders you lay. 
My bofom could warm it all night, 

My lips they would prefs it all day. 
Were I like a monarch to reign, 

Were graces my iiibjefts to be, 
Vi3l leave them, and fly to the plaits 

To dwell in a cottage with thee. 
But if I muft feel thy difdain. 

If tears cannot cruelty drown, 
O ! let me not live in this pain, 

fiut give me my death in a firown; • 
Pa. 
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SONG xxxvr. 

FROM rofy bowers, where lleeps the god of JovCf 
Hither, ye little waiting Cupids^ fly ; 
Teach me, in foft melodious fong, to move 

With tender paflion my heart's darling joy : 
Ah ! let the foul of mufic tune my voice, 
To win dear Strephon^ who my (bul enjoys. 

Or if more influencing 
Is, to be brifk and airy, 
With a ftep and a bound, 
And a friik from the ground, 
I'll trip like any fairy : 
As once on Ida dancing, 
Were three celeftial bodies, 
With- an air and a face. 
And a Ihape and a grace, 
Let me charm like beauty's goddQ{9» 

Ah ! ah ! 'tis in vain, 'tis all in vain, 
Death and defpair muft end the fatal pain ; 
Colddefpair, difguib'd like fnow and rain, 
Fiilis on my breall ; black winds in tempefts blow ; 
My vains all (hiver, and my fingers glow ; 
My pulfe heats a dead march for loft repofe, 
And to a folid lump of ice my poor fond heart Is froze« 

Or fay, ye powers, my peace to crown, 
Shall I thaw myfelf, or drown 

Amongft the foaming billows, 
Increafmg all with tears I (hed ; 

On beds oiOozei and cryftal pillows 
Lay down my love fick head ? 

No, no, I'll ftraight run mad. 
That foon my heart will warm ; 

When once the fenfe is fled, 
Love has no power to charm : 

Wild thro' the woods I'll fly, 
My robes and locks fliall thus be tore ; 
A thonimd thaufand deaths 1*11 die, 
£re thus in vain I ereihuuH^T^wi^^w^% 
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SONG XXXVIT. 

OH !' lead me to fome peaceful gloom. 
Where none but iigliing lovers come^ > 
Where the fhrill trumpets never founds 
Bat one eternal hufli goes round. 

There let me footh my pleafing pain^ ;» 
And never think of war again ; 
What glory can a lover have 
T0 conquer, yet be ftill a flave ? ? [ 

SO N g: xnxvnty 

OH ! lead me to fome peaceful room. 
Where none but honcft fellows come^ • 
Where wives loud clappers never found, 
But an eternal laugh goes round. • 

There let me drown in wine my pain> . 
And never think of home again : 
Wiiat comfort can a huibahd have. 
To rule the houfe where he's a Have ? 

SON G XXXJX. . 

PIOUS Selinda goes to prayers, 
' If I but aflt a favour ; 
And yet the tender fool's in tears. 
When fhe.believes I'll leave her. 

Would 1 tircre free from this reftraint, . 

Or elfe had hopes to win her ; 
Would fhe cou'd make- of me a faint, . 

Or I of her afmner. 

S O N G XL/.- 

SE E, fte, flie wakes, Sahtna wakes, , 
And now the fun begins to rife ; 
L»*fs glorious is the morn inat breaks ' 

From bis bright beams, than her fkireyci^'^i- 

X>3 
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With light united, day they give ; 

But different fates ere night fulfil} : 
How many by his warmth will live ! 

How many will her coldnefs kill ! 

♦ ♦♦♦♦♦♦^♦♦♦♦«!^^^ ♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦ 
SONG XI.I. 

YOUNG Corydon .and Phi/lU 
Sat in a lovely grove^. 
Contrivhig crowns of<iilies, 
Repeating tales of love, 
^nd fofftething^ eljff% hut 'what I dare mi name. 

But, as they were a playing, . 

She ogled fo theiwain, 
It fav'd her plainly faying, 

Let's kifs to eafe our pain, &c« 

A thoufahd times he kiis'd her 

Upon the flow'ry green: 
But as he further preft her, 

A pretty leg was feen. Sec. 

So many beauties viewing, 

His ardour ftill encreas'd ; 
And, greater jgyi purfuing. 

He wander'd o'er her breaft, &c, 

A laft effort ihe trying. 

His paflion to withftand, 
Cry'd, (but 'twas faintly crying) 

Pray take away your hand, &c. 

Young Corydon grown bolder. 

The minutes wou'd improve ; 
This is the time, he told her. 

To fhew how much I love, &c. 

The nymph feemM almofl dying, . 

Diflolv'd in am'rous heat ; 
She kiis'd, and told him fighing, 
' hfj dear, your loyt is great, &c. 
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Bnt Pit/ii did recover 

Much fooner than the fwain ; 
She blufhing, afk'd her lover, 

Shaih we not kifs again ? iifc. 

Thus love his revels keeping. 

Till nature at a ftand, 
R-om talk they fell to fleeping, 

Holding each othtrs hand, &c, 

-4 ^#>"»-#~< ««#>••>• #»-►•• # ^-<m^ ►••#►->•#>••>-# -^"^iMir^-Jiir**- 
S O N G XLII. 

SE E, fee, my Seraphina comes,. 
Adorn'd with every grace ; 
Look, Gods, from your cdeftial domCf 
And view her charming fice. 

Then fearch>^^nd fee, if you can find,.. . 

In all your facrcd groves, 
A nymph or goddefs fo divine^ 

As fhe whom Strephon loves. . 

SONG XLIIL 
She. 
TJ RAY now,^ ^ohny let Jug prevail,' 
Jl Doff thy fword, and take a flail 5 . 
Wounds and blows, and fcorching heat, , 
Will abroad be all you'lLget. 
H&. 
'Zouads ! you are mad, ye flmple ja<k| . 
Begone, and don't prate. 

S H K« 

How think ye I fhall do. 

With Hob and ^uef 
And all our: brats when wanting joqI ' 

He. 
When I am rich with plunder, . 
"iHiou my gain fhall fhare^ , '^ 
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Sh e. 
My (hare will be but fiaaU, I fear, ' 
IPVlien bold dragoons havft been pickcring there» 
And (he flea fltnu the Germam ftri^^em bare. 

He- 
Mind your fpinning. 
Mend your linen, 
L.ook to your cheefe, yoiit 
Your pigs and your.geefe too* - 

Mb^ no, I^ ramble out with you. 

He. 
£lood and fire, if you tire • 

Thus my patience} , 
With vexations and narrations, 
Tbumpingi» thumping, thumping. 

Is: the fatal word,^tf«4 . 
She 
Doy dO| I'm good at thumping too. . 

He. 
Hbrbleau! that hii£Ffhall never do. 

Shi. 
Come, come, Jobn^ let's buis and be friends^:.,, 
Thus dill, thus love's quarrel ends ; 
I my tongue ioAietimes let run^ 
But, alas 1 X foon have done. 

He. 

'Tis well you're quafh'd 
You'd elfe been thrafh'd, 
. Sure as my name is John. . 
She. 
Yet fain I'd know for what 
You're all fo hot, 
Td go to fight where nothing's got**: 
Hi. 
F^^rtune will prove kind, 
Ajid wc {hah then grov? ptai^ : 
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She. 
Grow great ! 
And want both drink and meat, 
And com, unlefs th^ pamper'd French you beat : 
Ah 'John ! take care John ! 

And learn more wit. 

H E. 

Dare you prate ftili, 

At this rate dill. 

And like a vermin, \ 

Grudge my preferment. 

She. ! 

Youll beg, or get a wooden leg, 

He. ^ 

Nay, iF bawling, catterwawling^ 
Tittle tattle, prittk prattle, 
Still muft rattle ; 
111 be gone, and ftraight aboard. 

She. 
Do, Ao^ and fo (hall Hob and Sue^ 
Jug too, and all the ragged crew. 

SONG XUV. 

H E. 

SInce rimes are fb bad, I muft tell\tee,fweet heartt^ 
I'm thinking to leave off my plough and my cartj, 
And to the fair city a journey 111 go. 
To better my fortune as other folks do^ 
Since fome have from ditches, 
And coarfe leather breeches. 

Been rais'd to be rulers, 
And wallow'd in riches. 
Pray thee, come, come, come, come from thy whed^ 

For if the gipfies don't lie, 
I {hall be a governor too ere I die. 

She. 
Ah Colin ! by all thy late doings I find, 
Witli ibrrow ^Ad trouble^^tbe pride of thy mind a 
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Our flieep now at random diforderlj run. 
And now Sunday^ jacket goes every day on ; 
Ah I what do'a thoa» what da'ft thou» what do'ft 
/ thou meant 

H». 
To make my (hoes cleani 
And foot it to court to the king and the queen» 
Where, (hewing my parts, I preferment fhall win. 

S » E. 
Fie } ^tis better for us to plough and to fpin ; 
For, as to the court, when thou happen'il ta try, 
•iliou'll find nothing got there, milcfs thou can'ft buy; 
For money, the devil and all's to be found> 
But no good parts minded without the good pound; 

Why, then Til take arms,, and follow alarms, 
Hunt honour, that now a-day plaguely charms* 

^ R E. 

And fo lofe a limb by a (hot or a blow, 
And curfe thyfelf after for leaving the pIow« 
He. 
Suppofe I turn gamefter i 

She. 
So chat and be bang'd. 

Hb. 
What thmk'fl; thou of th^ road then ? 

She. 
The high way to be hang'd. 
He. 
Nice pimping howe'er yields profit for life ;, 
111 help fome &ie lord to another'^ fine wife* 

She. 
That^s dangerous too amongft the town crew : 
¥6r fome of them will do the fame thing by you j . 
And then I to cuckold ye may be drawn in \ 
Faith, Colin^ 'tis better I fit here and fpin. 

He. 
Will nothing prefer me, what think'ft of the law I 

She. 
Oh I wlvic you liyet. Cdin^ \Let^ qiqx q€ that paw«. 
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Hf. 
I'll cant and PU pray. 

Ah ! there's nought got that way : 
There's no one minds now what thefe hlack cattle fiy, 
Let all our whole care be our fanning affair. 

Hi. 
To make our com grow, and our apple-trees hear. 
£o T H. 

Ambition's a trade no contentment can (how. 
She. 
So 111 to my diftaff. 

He. 
And m to my plow. 

Both AcAiH. 
Let all our whole care. l^c. 

SONG XLV. 

H E. 

WHERE oxen do low. 
And apple-trees grow ; 
Where corn is fown. 
And grafs is mown ; 
Fate, give me for life a place. 

SHE. 
Where hay's well cock'd. 
And udders are (Iroak'd ; 
Where duck and drake 
Cry, quack, quack, quack ; 
Where turkeys lay eggs. 
And fwine fuckle pigs : 
Oh ! there would 1 pafs my days. 

H E. 
On nought we will ftedf 
But what we can breed : 
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SHE. 

And wear on our backs 

The wool of our flocks ; 

And though linen feel 

Rough, fpun from the wheeU 
rris cleanly tho' coarfe it comes. 
HE. 

Town follies and culliesy 

And Mollies and Dollies, 

For ever adieu, and for ever. 
SHE. 

And beaux, that in boxes, 

Lye fmugg'ling their doxies. 
With wigs that hang down to their bums. 
HE. 

Good b*uye to the mall, 

The park and canal, 

St. Jameses fquare. 

And Haunters there. 

The gaming^houfe too. 

Where high dice and low 
Are manag'd by all degrees. 
SHE. 

Adieu to the knight 

Was bublcd laft night. 

That keeps a blowze. 

And beats his fpoiife, 

And then in great hade. 

To pay what he'as loft, 
Sends home to cut down his trees. 
H E. 

And well fare the lad 

Improves every clod, 

Who ne'er fets his hand 

To bill or to bond : 

S HE. 

Nor barters his flocks 

For wine or the pox, 
To choujTe him of half his days. 
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H E. 

Bat fiihing and fowling. 
And hunting and bowling. 
His paftime is ever and ever. 
S H E. 

Whofe lips when ye bufs 'em. 

Smell like the bean bloffom ; 
Oh ! he 'tis fhall have my praife. ^ 
H E, 

To taverns, where goes 

Sow'r apples and floes, 

A long adieu ! 

And farewell too 

The houfe of the great, 

Whofe cook has no meat. 
And butler can't quench my third. 
SHE. 

Farewell to the change. 

Where rantipoles range ; 

Farewell, cold tea, 

And ratafie. 

Hide- park, where pride 

In coaches ride, 
Altho' they be choak'd with duft. 
H E. 

Farewell the law gown. 

The plague of the town. 

And foes of the crown. 

That fliou'd be run down. 
SHE. 

With city jack daws, 

That make ftaple laws, 
To meafure by yards and ells. 
HE. 

Stock-jobbers and fwobbers. 

And packers and t ackers. 

For ever adieu, and for ever : 

We know what you're doing ; 

And home we are- going ; 
And fa you may ring your bells. 
VoL.U. E 



a65 SONGS. 

SONG XLVL 

HE-. 

OF all contorts I miicaiTiedt 
When I play'd the fot and married : 
'Tis a trap there's none need doubt on't ; 
Thofe that are i&» wou'dfain getout on'C 

SHE. 
Fie \ my dear> .pray come to bed. 
That napkin take^ and bind your head. 
Too much drink your brains have dos'df 
You'U be quite alter'd when reposed. 

H£. 
*Oons ! 'tis all one if I'm up or ly down» 
For as foon as the cock crows I'll be gone. 

SHE. 
•Tis to grieve me, thus you leave «ie. 
Was I, was I made a wi/e to lie al6ncf 

H E. 
From your arms myfelf divorcing, 
I this mom mud ride a courfing, 
A (port that far excels a madam^ 
Or all the wives have been fince Adam. 

SHE. 
If when thus I've lofl my due/ 
Muft hug my pillow wanting you ; 
And whilft you tope it all the day, 
Ragale in cupsof harmlefs tea. 

HE 
Pox, what care I ! drink your flops till you die ; 
Yonder's brandy will keep me a month from home. 

SHE 
If thus parted, I'm broken hearted ; 
When 1, when I fend for you, my dear, pray come* 

H E. 
Ere I be from rambling hindred, 
I'D renounce my fpoufe and kindred ; 
To be fober I've no leafurc, 
What's a man without his pleafure i 
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She. 
To my grief then I muft fee. 
Strong wine and Nantz my rivals be ; 
Whim you caroufe it with your blades 
Poor 1 fit pitching with my maids. 

He. 
Zounds ! you may go to your go{Cps» you ftnow^ 
And therey if you meet with a friend, pray da4 

She. 
Go, ye joker, go, provoker, 
Never never mall I meet a man like yoo. 

» O N G XLVE 

PRETTY parrot, fay, when I was away 
And in didl abfence pafs'd the day^ 
What at home was doing } 
/T/M chai andptayi 
We nuere gay 
Night and day 9 
Good chear and ynirth renenuing ; 
Singing f laughing aU^ like pretty pretty polt^ 

Was no fop fo rude, boldly to intrude^ 
And Uke a fancy lover would 

Court and teaze my lady 
A thing you kno^i 
Aiadefir JhoWf 
CaWd a heauy 
Near her «tuaf aln^ays ready f 
Ever at her calif Hie pretty pretty poll. 

Tell me with what air he approached the faor 
- And how ihe could with patience bear 
All he did and uttered I 

Heftill addrefs% 
Still carefi^df 
Kifs*d and prefs'd^ 
Sungf prattl'df laugh% and Jf uttered : 
Well received in all, like pretty pretty foU. 
E % 
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Did he ^o away, at the. clofe of the day. 
Or did he ever ufe to ftay, 

In a comer dodging t 
The nsiont of Ugbt^ 
Whin *twai night 
Spoirdmyfgbt: 
But I believe his lodging 
Was within her calif like pretty pretty polL 

SONG XLVIII. 

Sung hy PiNKAiflLLOy Merry Andrew to LiTI&iGO 
the Mountebank Do^or. 

HERE are people and ^ports» 
or all fizet and forts» 

Coach'd damfilund/fMlra 

And mob in the mire« 

Tarpaulins, Trugptallioni^ 

Lords, ladies, fows babies. 
And loobies in fcores : 

Some hawltng, fome bawling. 

Some leering, fome fleering, ^ 

Some loving, fome flioviag, 
With legions of firbclow'd nvhores / 

To the tavern fome go. 

And fome to a (how, 

See poppets for moppets. 

Jack puddens for cuddens, 

Rope* dancing, mares prancing, 

Boats flying, quacks lying. 

Pick pockets, pick plackets, 
Bcafts, butchers f and beaux. 

Fools prattling, dice rattling. 

Rooks iliaming, putts damning^ 

Whores painted, ma/ks tainted, . 
' In tally- man's furbelow'd clothes. 

l^he mob's joys woiild you.know, 

2^0 yon mulic-hoMfe go* 
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See tailors and Tailors, 

Whores oilj and doily. 

Here muGc makes yon fick ; 

Some (kipping, fome trippings 

Some finoking, fome jolunga 
Uke fiMggit and tap ; 

Short meafore, ftranffe pleafure^ 

Thus billing and fwiUing, 

Some^yearly get fairly 
Forfairings, pig pork and a clap. 

The Second Part. 

SE E, Sirs, fee here ! a do^or rarCf 
Who travels much at home ! 
Here take my bills, they cure all illSf 

Paft, prefent, and to come ; 
The cramp, the ftitch, the fquirt, the itcbj 

The gout, the ftone, the pox^ 
The mmligrubs, the wanton fcrubs. 
And all Pandora's box : 
Thoufands I've difleaed, 
Thoufands new ereded. 
And fuch cures effe^edy 
At none e'er can tell : * 

Let the palfy ihake ye. 
Let the colic rack ye, 
I.et the crinkrums break ye^ 
Let the murrain take ye, 
Take this, take this, and you ate well : 
Thoufands 9 &c» 

Come, wits fo keen, dcvour'<fI with fpleen 

And beaux who've fprain'd your backst 
Great belly'd maids, old founder'd jadesy 

And pepper'd vizard cracks ; 
I foon remove the pains of love. 

And cure the amorous maid. 
The hot, the cold, the young, the ddt 

The living and the dead; « . ^ 

£3 
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I dear the lafs with wainfcot-face^. 

And from pim-ginets free 
Plump ladies red &e Saracen's head 

With toping rat^fie. 
This, with a jirk, will do your workt. 

And fcour you o'er and o'er ; . " 

Read, judge, and try ; and if you die, 

Never ^lieve me more. 

SONG XLIX. 

OH ! the charming month of May, 
When the breezes 
Fan the trees/ i&. 
Full of bloflbms frefh and gay ; 
0/> ! the charming tmnth c/May^ 
Chartmngy fibarmng month of if ay. 

Oh ! what joys our profpedls yields 

When in n£w livery 

We fee every \ 

Bufii and meadow, tree and field ^ 
Oh! nuhatjoysy &c. Chanitingjoys^ &C. 

Oh ! how freih the morning air,. 

When the zephyrs 

And the heifers 
Their odorif 'rous breath compare • 
Oh ! howfrejhy &c. Charming fre/h^ 5cc. 

Oh ! how fweet at night to dream 

On mofTy pillows. 

By the trillows 
Of a gentle purling dream. 
Oh! how fijijeeif^i:. Charming fweet^ &c. 

Oh ! how kind the country lafs. 

Who her cow bilking. 

Leaves her milking 
For a green- gown on the grafs ; 
OJ^I honi) kindf fcc. Charming^kind^ &Ci 
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Oh ! how fweet it is to fp7. 

At the conchifion, ' 

Her deep confofioiry 
Bluffaing cheeks and down-caft eye : 
OAI hoi»^)eeti ^c. Charming fitieetf te. - 

dh ! the charming- curds and cream. 

When all is over, 

She gives her Iover» 
Who on .the ikimming difh carve& her name.^ . , « 
^h'P^ the charming curds and cream f ' ' 

Charming, charming, Bcc 

S O N Gf * L. 

CUPID, god of pleafing anguiih. 
Teach th* enamoured fwain to languiih^ 
Teach him fierce defires to know,. 
Heroes would be loft in ilor7> 
Did not love infpire their glory. 

Love does aU that's great below. . ' 

SONG LL 

MY Chloe, why do ye flight me, 
Since all you afk you have f 
No more with frowns aflPright mc^ 

Nor ufe me like a flave : 
Good nature to difcover, 
Ufe well your faithful lovcr^. 
Pll be no more a rover, 

But be conftant to my grave* 

Could we but change condition^ 

My grief would all be flown ^ 
Were I the kind phyfician. 

And you the patient grown : 
All own you^re wond'rous pretty, 
Well fhap'd, and ^fo witty. 
Enforced with generous pity. 

Then make my cafe your owiu 
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The fihrer IWia, idben dfoig. 

Hat moft melodious Ujn^ 
Like hiiii» when love U Bjwg$ 

In fongs 111 esd my days : 
Bqt know, then cruel creaturey 

My foul fliall mount the fieetert -^ 

And I (haU fing the fweetert \ < 

By warUing fintb thy praHew ^ 

SONG La 

IN^'this grore my Strephn walked, 
Here he lof^d» and there he tadk'd: 
HereheM4% &c. 
In this place bis lo& I prove, 
A fad remembrance of our lore, 
O! fad remembrance of our loTe. 

In this grove my Strepbon ftrayM, 
Here he fmil'd and there betray'd % 
Htrthefiml% Ac. 
Ev'ry whifp'nng breeze can tdl» 
How 1, poor I believing, fell. 
Ah I By too ibon believing, fdL 

By this ftream my SirepUn mov'^ 
Here he fung and there he lov^d ; 
Here bf fung^ ftc • 
iEvery ftream and every tree. 
Cries out, Perfidious, cruel he. 
And helpkfi poor fbriaken Ibe. 

On this my Strepbon leanM, 

A lovely foe but faithleft friend % 

A lovely fief &c. 

Ye verdant banks, each ftream and grove 

<>nce joyous fcenes, now difmal provcy 

Since Strepbon* 4 falfe to me and love* 
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SONG Liir. 

TRANSPORTED withpleafure 
I gaze on new treafurei 

And ravifti my fight ; 
While fhe gaily fmiling,. 
My anguifh beguiling^ 

Auffments my deliglft* 
How blels^d is a lov6r» 
Whofe (orment is over, 

Hit feart^nd his pain | . 
When beauty rdentingi 
Repays with confentin^ 

Her fcorn and difilaih } 

S O N O LIV* 

A Qjure of briffht beautiei 
JTjl jBvfpringdid appear^ 
To chufe a Mi^Udy 

To govern the year 1 
All the nymphs were in whitei ' 

And the (hepherds in greeny ' 
The garland-was given, 

And P^///// was queen. ' I 

But PM/^ refufed it. 

And fighing did fay^ 
rU not wear a garland^ 

While Pan-i^ away. 

While Pan and fair Syrinx 

Are fled from the fhore. 
The graces are bani&'d, '* *. 

And love is no more : 
The foft God of pleafure ' '! 

That warm'd our defircs. 
Has broken his bow, 

And extinguifhM his fires $ 
And vows that himfelf : ; • 

And his mother will moum» 
Till Ptf» and fair ^r/«x 

In triumph return. 
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Forbear jom addreffesy 

And court hs no more ; 
For we wiU per&rm 

^^at the deity fwore : 
Bur if jou dare think 

Of delerving our chamWr 
Away with your (keep- hooks 

And take to jour arms : 
Then laurels and myrtles 

Your brows flull adorttf 
When Pan and fair Sjfrinz 

Intriimiph return. 

BOKO LV. 

A8 diaraung Clar» walk'd alone, 
The feathei M (now came ilbftly dowBr 
Like ^^ defcendthg from his towery 
To court her in a filTer fhower : 
The fiuning fiakes flew to her breafts^ 
As little birds into their nefis ; 
But being outdone with Attends there^ 
For grietdiflblvM into a tear ; 
Thence flowing down her garment's fiem^ 
To deck her, m>ze into a gem* 

SONG LVL 

YE beaux of pteafure, 
Whofe wit at leifurct 
Gan count lovers treafure^ 

Its joy and finart ;. 
At my defu-e. 
With me retire. 
To know what fire 
Confumes my heart. 

Three moons that hafted^ 
Arc hardly wafted. 
Since I was blafted 
With beauty's ray % 
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Aurwa (hews je 
No face io rofie. 

So irem and gay. 

Her fkin by aatare. 
No Ermin better^ 
Though that fine creature 

Is white as fnow ; 
With blooming graces 
AdomM her »ce ts^ 
Her flowing traces ^ 

As black as floe. 

She's tall and flender. 
She's ibft and tender ; 
Some God commend her| 

My wit's too low : 
*Twere joyful plunder* 
To bring her under* 
She's all a wonder 

From top to toe. 

Then ceafe, ye fages* 
To quote dull pages. 
That in all ages 

Our minds are free : 
Though great your (kill is* 
So ftrong the will is, 
MyloveforPifr/^'r/ 

Mufteverbe. 
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N E evening as I lay 



A-mufing in a grove, 
A nymph exceeding gay 

Came there to feek her love ; 
But finding not her Twain, 

She fat her down to grieve, 
And thus ihe did compkin. 

How men her fei deceive. 
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Believing msiids take care 

Of faue deluding inen> 
Whofe pride is to enfnare 

Each female that they can : 
My |>er|iir*d fwain he fwore 

A thonfandoadis, to prove 
(As many have done before) 

How true he'd be to love. 
Then» virgins, for my fake^ 

Ne'er tnaft falfe man againt 
The pleafure we partake. 

Ne'er anfwers half the palnj^ 
Uncertain as the feas» 

Is their uiiconftant mind, 
At once they bum or freeze, 

Still changing like the ^wind. 
When (he had told her tale» ' 

Coropailion feiz'd my hearty 
And Cupid did prevail 

With me, to take her part : 
Then bowing to the fair, 

I made my kind addreft. 
And vow'd to bear a (hare 

In her unhappinefs. 
Surpriz'd at firft (he rofe. 

And ftrove from me to fly t 
I told her I'd difclofe 

For grief a remedy. 
Then, with a fmiltng look. 

Said (he, to afluage the ftorra, 
I doubt you've undertook 

A taik you can't perform. 
Since proof convinces beft. 
Fair maid, believe it true. 
That rage is but a jeft, 

To what revenge can do : 
Then ferve him in his kind. 

And fit the fool again, 
Stxch chzrmi were ne'er defign'd 
For fucb a failhltb (vi^m. 
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I courted her with care. 

Till her {o(t foul gave way 
And from her breaft fo fair 

Stole the fweet heart away. 
Then Ihe with fmiles confcfs'd 

Her mind felt no more pain» 
While (he was thus carcfs'd 

By fuch a lovely fwain. 

SONG LVIII. 

DO not afk me, charming Phtllis^ 
Why I lead you here alone, 
By this bank of pinks and lilies. 
And of rofes newly blown ? 

*Tis not to behold the beauty 

Of thefe flowers that crown the fpring ; 

*Tis to ^but I know my duty, 

And dare never name the thing. 

'Tis at worft but her denying. 

Why fliouM I thus fearful be ? 
Every minute, gently flying, 

Smiles and fays. Make uie of me. 

What the fun does to the rofes, 

While the beams play fweetly in, 
I would ^but my fear oppofes. 

And I dare not name the thing. 

Yet I die if I conceal it ; 

Afk my eyes, or aik your own, 
And if neither can reveal it. 

Think what lovers think alone. 

On this bank of pinks and lilies. 

Might I fpeak what I would do, 
I wou'd — with my lovely Phillh^ 

I wou'd ; I wouM-^ — Ah ! wou'd you. 

Vol. II. F 
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SONG LIX. 

PH I L 1. 1 S, the fairfeft of love's fots, 
Tho* fiercer than a dragon, 
PSJ//ij that fcom'd the powder'd beaux, 

What has (lie now to brag on i 

What has (he now to brag oai 

U^hat hasfre^ Sec. 
So long (he kept her limbs (b clofe 

Till they have fcarce a ragon. 
CompcU'd thro' want tlie wretched maid 

Did fad complaints begin, 
Which furly Strephon hearing faid. 

It was both (ha me and fin. 

It was boih (hame and (iBf 

// wtf/ botby &c. 
To pity fuch a lazy jade, 

Wou'd neither kifs nor fpih. 

SONG LX. 

WHEN Chioe we ply. 
We fwear we (hall die. 
Her eyes do our heart fo enthral ; 
But 'tis for her pelf, 
And not for herfelf ; 
'Tis all artifice, artifice all. 

The maidens a,re coy, 

They'U pi(h ! and they'll fie ! 
And fwear if you're rude, they will call ; 

But whifper fo low. 

By which you may know, 
*Tis all artifice, artifice all. 

My dear, the wives cry, 

If ever you die, 
To marry again I never (hall ; 

But le(& than a year, 

Will make it appear, 
^Tis all artifice, astificc all. 
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In matters of ftate. 

And party- debate. 
For church and for jullice ve bawl ; 

But if you'll attend, 

You^U Had in the en<i» 
Tis all artlEce, artifice all. 

SONG Lxr. 

The Parfon among the Peafe. 

ON E long Whitfira holiday, 
Holiday, holiday, it was a jolly day 
You9g Ralph, buxom PldlUday 
Pbillida, a welladay f v 

Met in th^ peafe^ ' 
They long had community, 
He lov'd her, (he loV*d htm. 
Joyful unity, nought ^but opportunity 
SMnting was wanting. 

Their bofoms to ea(e» 
But now fortune's cruelty, cruelty^ 
You wilt fee ; for as they lie. 
In clofe hug, Sir Domine . 
Gemini Gomini V 

ChancM tocome by,. 
He read prayers i* the family 
No way now to frame a lie, , 
They fcar'd atold homily, , 
rfdmily. Homily,: 

Both away f!y. • 
Home, fobn as he faw the fight, 
Full of fpite, as a kite runs the recubiee, . 
Like a noify hypocrite,. . 
Hypocrite, hypocrite, 

M ifchief to fay ; • 
Sare he wou'd fair Phillida, 
PhiUida, Phillida drefsM that holiday j : 
But poor Ralph, ah welladay \ 
Welladay ! welladay ! 

Tum*d was away, - 

Fa ^ 



ifc 



280 SONGS. 

*Ads nigs, cries Sir Domine 
Gemini Gomiui, fhall a rogue ftay. 
To baulk me, as commonly 
Commonly, commonly, 

Has been the way I 
No, I fcrve the family. 
They know nought to blame me by, 
I read prayers and homily. 
Homily, homily, 

Three times a day. 

SONG LXII. 

HO W happy are we. 
Who from thinking ajj free, 
; curbing diieaie of the mmd, 
Can indulge every tafle, 
Love where ve like beft,. 
Not by dull reputation confin'd ! 

When we're young fit to toy, 

Gay delights we enjoy, 
And have crowds of new lovers ft ill wooing f 

When we're old and decay'd. 

We procure for the trade, 
Still in every age we arc doing. 

If a cully we meet. 

We fpend what we get 
Every day, for the next never think ; 

When we die, where we go 

We have no fenfe to know. 
For a bawd always dies in her drink. 

SONG LXIII. 

ON E April morn, when from the fea 
Phosbus was juft appearing 
JJamon and Celia young and gay. 
Long fettled love eud^axux^^ . 
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Met in a grove» to vent thehr fpleen 

On parents unrelenting : 
He bred of Tory race had been^ 

She of the tribe diflenting. 
Celia, whofe eyes outflione the god^ ' 

Newly the hill adorning. 
Told him, mamma would be ftark mad. 

She miffing pray'rs that morning 5 
Damon, his arm about her waift, : 

Swore, that nought fhould them funder 
Shou'd my rough dad know how I'm blefs'd^ ^ 

'Twou'd make him roar like thunder. ' 
GiP^at ones made by ambitioa^blind, 

By faftion' ftill fupport it> 
Or where rile money taints the mind. 

They for convenience court it ; 
But mighty Love, that fcprns to Ihew v 

Party (hou'd raifc his glory, 
Swears he'll exalt a vafMi'true, , 

Let it be Whig or Tory. 

SO N G LXIV. 

AM^ N G the willows on the grafs 
Where nymphs and ftcpherds ly , 
Young Willy courted bonny bdJs ; 

And NcU ftood lift'niiig by. 
Says Will, we will not tarry . 
Two months before we marry. 
No, no, fie no, never, never tell me fo 
For a maid I'll live and die : 
Sa^s Nellfo Jhali net I, ' - 
Sayt NeU, &c. . v 

Long time between hope and defpair, t 

And kifles mix'd between 
He with a fong did charm lier car • 
Thmkine fhe changM had been ; 
Says Will, I want a blefling, 
^ Subftantialcr than kiffing; # 

F3 
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No, no, fit no, hever^ never tcU me Cor^ 
For I will never change my mind. 
Says NeU^Jh^llfrove more kmd^^ 
' Says Nelly &c. 

Smarting pain tbe virgin finds, .- 

Altho' by nature taught. 
When ihe HtA to man inclines : . 

^ioth Nelly M venture that. 
Oh ! who would lofe a treafure . 
For fuch a puny jJcafure ! 
Not I, no, a^ maid I'll live and die> 

And to my vow he true. 

^toth Nelli the mort fool ycu^.^ 
^toth Nells 5cc. 

To my clofet 111 fepair,- 

And read on gqdly books. 
Forget vain love ibf worldly care, 

^th Nell that likely lookf. 

You men arc all perfidious,^ 
But I will be.religious ; ^ 
Try all, fly alf, ami while I breathe defy^ i 
Your fex I now defpife. 

Says Nell by Jovejhe lies. 

Says Nelly &c, . 

S O N G LXV. 

SE L I N D A Aire's the brighteft thing 
That decks the earth, or breathes our air ; 
Mild arc her looks, like opening fpring. 

And like the blooming fummer fair : 
But then her wit's fo very fmall, 

That all her charms appear to ly 
Like glaring colours on a wall. 
And ftrike no further .than the eye. 

Our eyes luxurloufly (he treats, 

Our ears are abfcnt from the feaft, 

Qpe fenfe is furfeited with fweets, 
Starv'dand difguded arc the rell» 
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Sis have I fccn with afpeft brighv 

And taudry pride, a tulip iwel!, 
Bloomii^ and beauteous to the fight, . 

Doll and iniipid to theimell. . 

S O N G. LXVI. 

ATriflifeg fohg ye fhall hear. 
Begun with a trifle and ended ; . 
All trifling people draw near. 
And I Siall be nobly attended. : 

Were it not for trifles ja. few. 

That lately came into the play, 
The men would' want fomething to do. 

The women want fcnnething to fay. , 

What makes men trifle' Jn drefling ? 

Becaufe the ladies they know. 
Admire, by often carefling, 

That eminent trifle a beau, , 

When the lover his moments has trifled, 

The triflef of triflefs to gain, 
No fooner the virgin is rifled, 

But a trifle fhall part them again. 

What mortal wouM ever be able. 

At Whyte's half a moment tafiti 
Or who is*t cou'd bear a tea-table, 

Without taking trifles for wit ? > 

The court is frem trifles fecure, 

Gold keys are no trifles we fee ;; 
White rods are no trifles I!m fure, 

Whatever their bearers may be. 

But if -you will go to the place, ^ 

Where trifles abundantly bieed,. .. 
The levee will fliew you, his Grace : 

Makes promifes trifles indeed! . 
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A coach ^h fix footmen behind^ 
1 count neither trifle nor lin ; : 

But, ye gods ! how oftdo we find 
A fcandalous trifle wkhin ^ 

A flaik of ChampaigQ people ihink it . 

A trifle or fomething as bad ;.. 
But if you'U contrive how to drink if^- . , 

You'll find it no trifle hj Gad. i 

A parfon's a trifle* at fea, 

A widow's i trifle in forrow^ . . 

A peace is a trifle to day, 

To break it a trifle io morrow. . 

A black coat a trifle may. cloaks- 

Or to hide it the red may endeavour ; 

But if once thcarmy is brcJie^ . 
We ihall have more trifles than ever. 

The (bge is a trifle they iay» . 

The reafbn pray carry along { 
Becaufe that at. every new play» 

The houfe they with trifles fo throng. 

Bat with people^s malice to trifle. 

And to fet us all on a foot ; 
The author of tj\is is a trifle. 

And his fong is a trifle to boot' 

SON G LXVIL 

FR O M grave leflbns and reftraint,. . 
I'm ftole out to revel here 2 . 
Yet I tremble and I faint. 
In the middle of the fair. 

Oh! would fortune in my way 
Throw a lover kind and gay : 

Now's the time he foon might move 
A young heart unus'4 to love. 
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Shall I venture ! Na, no, no, 
Shall I from the danger go ? 
Oh ! no, no,, no, no, no, 
I mud not try, I cannot fly, 
I mud not, durft not, cannot fly. 

Help me, naturtfbelp me, art ;, 
Why (hould I dc^ my-part J 
If a lover will purfue ; 
Like the wifeft let me do ; 
I will fit him if he's true, 
If he's falfe I'll fit him toa> 

SONG LXVIIE 

Women and Wine. 

SO M £ fay women are like the fea, 
Some the waves, and fome the rocks/ 
Some the rofe that foon decays, 

Some the weather, fome the cocks, 
But if you'll give me leave to tell, 
There's nothing can be compar'dfo well- 
As wine, wtne, women and wine, 

They run in a parallel. 

Women are witches wh«n they will. 

So is wine, fo is wine. 
They make the Statefman lofe his fkill^ 

The foldier, lawyer, and divine ; 
They put a gigg into thet graved fcull. 
And fend their wits to gather wool ; 
*Tis wine, wine, ..women and wine. 

They run ia a parellel. 

What is't that makes your face (b pale. 
What is't that makes your looks divine i 

What makes your courage rife and fall I - 
Is it not women, is it not wine ? 

Whence proceed th' inflammg, dofes, 

That fet fire to your nofes ? 

From wine^ wine, women and wine. 

They run in si parallel*: .. 



w 
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SONG I-XIX- 

O U'D 70a chnfe a wifc^ 
For a h.ippy life ? 

Leave the court and the country take. 
Where Dolfy and Sue^ ^ ' 
Young Molly and Prue^ Tr 
Follow Roger and 7<?^«f 
Whilft harvcft goes on. 

And merrilx merriiy rake. 

Leave the London dames 
(Be it fpoke to their (hames) 

To ly in their beds till aoon» 

Then get up and ftretch. 
And paint too and patchy 
Some widgeon to catch» 
Then look at their watchf 

Aftd wonder, they rofe up fo fooii« 
Then coffee and tea. 
Both green and Bohea, 

Are fervid to their tables in platCf 
Where tattles do niji». 
As fwift as the funi 
Of what they have won. 
And who is undone, 

By their gaming and dtting up late^. 
The lafs give me here, 
Though brown as my beer, 

Who knows how to govern her houfc^ :.. 
Who can milk her. cow. 
Or farrow her fow. 
Make butter and cheefe. 
Or gather green peafe. 

And values fine clothes not a foufe. . 
This is the girl 
Worth rubies and pearl ; 

A wife that will make a man rich; . 
We gentlemen need 
No quality bvttd« 
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KiiqtKmder away 
What taxes would pay-; 
We care not in faith for fuch. 

S .0 NO LXX. 

Y£ S I could love, if I could find 
A miftrcfs fitted to my mind. 
Whom neither gold nor pride could more 
No change her virtue or her love : 
Loves to go neat, not to go fine, 
Loves for myfelf and not for mine^ 
Not city proud nor nice and coy» 
But full of love, and full of joy : 

Not childifh young, nor bedlame old^ 
Not fiery hot, nor icy cold. 
Not gravely wife to rule the (late. 
Not foolifh to be pointed at ; 
Not worldly rich, nor bafely poor. 
Nor chafte, nor a reputed whore : 
If fuch an one you can dtfcover« 
Pray, Sir, intitle me her lover. 

SONG LXXL 

BL E S S ' D as th' immortal gods is he, 
The youth who fondly fits by thee^ 
And hears and fees thee all the while. 
Softly fpeak and fweetly fmile. 
*Twas this bereav'd my foul of reft 
And rais'd fuch tumults in my breaft ; 
For while I gaz'd in tranfport toft, 
JMy breath was gone, my voice was loft. 

My bofom glow'd ; the fubtle flame 
Ran quick through all my vital frame ; 
O'er my dim eyes a darknefs hung. 
My cars with hollow murmurs rung. 
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In dewy damps mj limbs were chiWd, 
Mj blood with gentle horrors thrilled. 
My feeble pulie forgot to jplay, 
I fainted, funk, and dy'd away. 

SONG LXXIL 

YO U may ceafe to cemplain, 
For your fuit is in vain ; 
All attempts you can make^ 

But augments her difdain 9 
She bids y6u give over 

While 'tis in your power, 
For except her efteem 

She can grant you no more : 
Her heart has been long fince 

AfTaulted and won. 
Her truth is as lading 
And firm as the fun ; 
You'll find it more eafy 
Your pafHon to cure, 
Thaji for ever thefe fruitle& 

Endeavours endure. 
You may give this advice 

To the wretched and wife. 
But a lover like me 

Will thofe precepts deipife ; 
I fcom to give over 

Were it in my power ; 
Though efteem were deny'd me, 

Yet her I'll adore. 
A heart that's been touch'd 
Will fome fympathy bear, 
'Twill lefTen my forrows 

If file takes a fhare : 
I'll count it more honour 

In dying her flave, 
Than did her alFeaions 
The fteadiuci^ ciAve. 
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You may tcU her 1*11 be 

Her true lover, tho* flie 
Should mankind dcfpife 

Our of hatred to me ; 
*rfs mean to give o*er, 

'Caufc we get no reward. 
She loft not her worth 

When I loft her regard ; 
Mjr love on an altar , 

More noble fliall bum, 
I ftill will love on 
' Without hopes of return ; 
1*11 tell her fome other 

Has kindled the flame, 
Andrilfighforherfelf ^ 

In another one^s name. 

SONG LXXIII. 

The tippling Philofcphers. 

^•pv lOGENESfurlyandproud, i^ 

JL/ Who fnarl'd at the y^f<rrf^i?« youth,- 
JJelighted in wine that was good, 

Bccaufe in good wine there was truth i 
But growing as poor as a Job^ 

Unable to purchafe a flafk. 
He chofe for his manfion a tub, 

And iiv'd Ky the fcent of the cafk» 

^Jferaclitus ne'er wou'd deny 

A bumper, to cherifh his heart ; 
And when he was maudlin wou'd cry, 

Becaufe he had cippry'd his quart: 
Tho' fome are fo foolifh to think. 

He wept at- mens follies and vice, 
*Twas only his cuftom to drink. 

Till the liquor flow* J out of his eyes. 

Vol. U. G 
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' Dtmccrituf always was glad ' 
To tipple and cherifh his foul ; 
Would laugh like a man that was mad* 

When over a good flowing bowl j 
As lone as hts fcUar was dor'd. 

The liquor he'd merrily quaff: 
• And when he was drunk as a lord, 
At them that were fober he'd laugh. 

sWife Soloriy who carefully gave 

Good laws unto Athens of old. 
And thought the rich Crigfus a flavct 

(Tho' a king) to his coffers of gold; 
He delighted in plentiful bowls.; 

But drinking much talk would decline, 
Becaufe *twas the cuftom of fools. 

To prattle much over their wine. 

Old Socrates ne'er was' coiitcnt, 

Till a bottle had lieigttenM his joys, 
Who in's cups to the oracle went, 

Or he ne'er had been counted fo wife : 
Late hours he moft certainly lov'd. 

Made wine the delight of his life, 
Or Xantippe would never have prov'd 

Such a damnable fcold of a wife. 

Grave Seneca, f;im'd iK)r his parts. 

Who tutor'd the bully of Romej 
Grew wife o'er his cups and his quarts. 

Which he drank like a mifer at home ; 
*And, to fhew he lov'd wine that was good, 

To the laft, (we may truly aver it) 
He tinftur'd his bath with his blood. 

So fanci'd he died in his cLuret. 

Pytha^ras did filence enjofn. 

On nis pupils who wifjom would feck ; 
;Becaufc he tippled good wine, 
fTill himfeli was unable to fpeak; 
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And when he was whimfical grown, j. 

With lipping his plentiful bowls, 
By the (Irengdi of the joice in his ci;own| /,' 

He conceived tranfznigration of fouls. 

Copernicus too, like the reft, 

Believ'd there was wifdora in wine. 
And thought that a cup of the betl ^ 

Made reafon the brighter to (hine ; 
With wine he replcnilh'd his veins. 

And made his philofophy reel ; 
Then fancied the world, like his brainsi 

Turn'd rouad like a chariot -wheel. 

AnfiotU^ that mafter of arts. 

Had been but a dunce without winCi 
And what we afcribe to his parts, 

Is due to the joice of the vine : 
His belly, moft writers agree. 

Was big as a watering- trough} : 
He therefore leapt into ^e fia, 

Becaufe he'd have liquor enough^-^^ 

Old Pi^/0 was reckoned divine* 

He fondly to wifdom was prone ; ^ 
But had it not been for good wine, . 

His merits jud never been kfiiown. ). 
By wine we are generous made, , 

It fumiflies fancy with wingis^, 
Without it we ne'er (hou'd have had ^ 

Philofophets, poetsf or kings. > 

s^iQ N o ; LXXIV, 

D^n among the Dedd Men. 

HE RE'S a health to the king and a lading peace, 
May fadioH be damn'd, and difcord ceaie : ^ 
Come, let us drink it while we have breatbi 
Far there's no drinking after death ; > 
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And he that won't with this comply^ 

Donvn among the dead nien^ 

Down among the dead men^ 

Donun^ do*wn, donon, do^mn^ 
Do'iun among the dead meriy let him fy* 
Now a health to the queen, and may (he long 
B' our firft fair toad to grace oar fong ; 
OfF w i' your hats, wi' your ktoee on the ground^ 
U ake off your bumpers all around ; 
And he that will not drink his dry^ 

Do*wn among^ &c. let bim fy* 
Let charming beauty's health go rounds 
In whom celeftial joys are (bund ; 
And may confufion fttll purfue 
The fenfelefs woman hating crew i 
And he that will this health deny, 
V , Dom/n amongy 5cc. l$t.bifn lU. 
here's a thriving to trade» and the common- wealj, 
And patriots to their country leal : . 
But who for bribps gives Satan his foul. 
May he ne'er laugh o'er a flowing boWl ; 
And all that with fuch rogues comply,. 

Do*\xjn amcngi &c. let him ly. 
In fmlling Bacchm^ joys Pll roll. 
Deny no pleafure to my foul ; 
Let BacchtM^ health round fwiftly movei. 
For Bacchus is a friend to love ; 
And he that does this health deny, 

Down among, &c. let him ly» 

SONG LXXV. 

HE that will not merry merry be, 
With a generous bowl and a toaft^. 
May he in Bridewell be (hut up, 
And fad bound to a poft ; 
Let him be merry merry there^ 
And 'we'll be merry merry here ; 
For nvho can kno*w ivhere nve /hall gOf^ 
Ta be merry another ^ear ? 
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H4 that will not merry merry be, ^' 

And take his elafs in courfe. 

May he W ob&g'd to drink fmall beer» * > 

Ne'er a penny into his purfc : 

Let him he merry^ ficc. 

He that will not merry merry be, 

With a company of jolly boys, 

May he be plagu'd with a fcolding wife, ^, 

To confound him with her notfe^: 

Let bim he merry^ &c. 

He that will not merry merry be. 

With his miftrefs in his bed, 

Let him be buried in the church- yardy ^ 

And me put in his ftead : _ 

Lei himhemerrf^^^.. 

S ^ N <J LXXVL 

JOLLY mortals, fill your glaflcs;, ; 
, Nobk deeds are done by wine ; ^ . 
Scorn the nymph and all her graces : 
Who'd for.loYc or beauty pinjC? 

Look upon this bowl that^s flowing, * 
And a thoufand charms you'll fin^ s 

Mo^e than in (Moe when juft: going, 
In the.moment to be kind. ^ 

Alexander h2Xtd thinking : ^ 

Drank about at council-board ; 
Made friends, and gain'd the world by ^inking^' 

More than by his conquering fword. ^- 

S O N o Lxxvn. ' 

SINCE we die by the hdp- of good winC; ' , 
I will that ar tun be my fhrinc j 
And engrave it on my tomb, 
G 3 
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Here lies a body pncc fo brave. 
Who with drinking made his gravcj^ 

Who 'CiHth, &c. 

Since thus to die will purchafe famei « 

And leave an everlafting name. 

Since thus to dUy &c. 

Drink, drink ^way, drink, drink away^^ 

And let us be nqhly interred, 

Drhik drinkf 8cq. 

Let mifers and dives ; 

Pop into their graves, , 
And rot in a dirty dmrch-yard^^ 
And rot in a dirty chiirch-yardf .^ 
Let mifers ^ &Cj,. 



S 0;N G; LXXVm, 

B" A C C H U S is a power divine ; 
For he^o fooner fills my head 
With mighty^Beine, 
But all vfij, cares refign, 

Aiid droop> and droop^ and fink down dettdi 
Then, then the ple^fing thoughts begin, 

And I in. riches flow,. , 

At.leaftl fancy fo ; ; 
And withpjut thought of want I fing, 
Stretch'd on the. earth, my he^d allaroimd,. 
With floxvcrs, wav'd into a garland crown'd : : 
Then, then I begin to live, 
And (corn what all the world can fiiow or giyt> 
L?t the brave fnols that fondly think 

Of honour and delight 

To make a noife, a noifeand fight, 
Co feek out war whilil I feek peace, 
Whilft I feek peace, feek- peace and drink, . 
Whilft I feek :peace, feek peace and drink. 
Then fill my glafs, fill fill it high ; 
jSoiq^ perhaps think it fit to fall and dit ; 
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n^t when bottlds are rang'd . 

Msike war with me^ 
The fighting fool (hall fcc^ . 

When I am funk,. 
The diflPerence to ly dead, . 

And ly dead drunk, 
TbefghtingfiotyUt. 

SONG LXXIX.. 

YE Virgin powers, defend my heart, , 
From amorous looks and. fmiles; . 
Fi-om faucy love, or nicer art^ 
Which moJl our fex beguiles. - 

From fighs and vows,^ and awful fears, . 

That do to pity move ; . 
From/peaking fiiencj!,.and from tears,., 

Thofe fprings that water love. 

But if thro' pafliwv I grow blind,', • ^ 

Let lionour be my. guide ; , 
And when frail nature fcems inclined, \ 

There place a guard of pride. 

An heart, whole flahies are fecn, tho* pure - 

Needs every virtuC'S aid ;' 
And (he. who thinks herfelf fecure, . 

The fooneft is betrayM. . 

S ON G LXXX. 

■ H Y (hou'd a foolifli marriage vow,. 
Which long ago was made. 
Oblige us to each other now. 
When paffion is decayM ? 
We lov'd, and we lov'd 
As long as we cou*d, . 
TSl love was lov^d out of usJ^ojth f > 



k. 
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Buit our macriage is dead," 
When the pleafure is fied ; 
'Twas pleaAire firft made it aojoatfa;'^. 

If I hare pleafares for a friend^ < 

And further love in ftore. 
What wrong ha» he whofc joys did end^ ^, 
And who cou'd give no more i 
Tis a madneis that he * 
Shou'd be jealous of m^ 
Or that I Hiou^dbar huh cf anothe^; ; 
' For all we xanfatn, . 

Is to give jQurfelves paim .-.. 
When neitlier can hinder the other, r. 

S ..O^ N -a i LXXXL 

MY dear miOrefs has-a be^bt^^ 
Soft as thefe kind looks ihe gave me^^« 
When with love's rcdftfe^ art, ' 

And her.eyes ihe did enilave mei , 
Bu^her conftancy's^^fo weak, ' 

She's fo wild and apt to wander. 

That my jealous heart would breaks . . 

ShouM we live one day afunder. 

Melting joys about her move, 

Killing pleafures, wounding. bliflesi . 
She can drefs her eyes in love, 

And her lips can arm with kifTes : 
Angels liften when ihe ^eaks ; 

Sne*s my delight, all mankind's.vironder; - 
But my je^ous heart would break,. 

Should wc live, one day afunder. 

SONG LXXXIL 

I*X»h ^^>1 ti|>on the dogjiars 
And then purfue the morning j 
Jli chafe the mo0n:.till it be tioon, 
rU make her lUYt;\xer boimn^r 
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1*11 climb the frofty mountain. 

And there 1*^1! coin the weather ; 
m tear the rainbow from the fky> 

And t7 both cuds together. 

The flars pluck from their orbs too,^ 

And crowd them in ray budget j. 
And whether Pm a roaring boy. 

Let Grejham college Judge it : 

While I mount yon blue celum, 

To ihun the tempting gipfies ;. 
Play at foot- ball with fun and moox^ 

And fright ye with, ccliplcs, 

^♦. ♦T ^7sr ♦* ^ ?♦* '♦^■^♦^ ^v^ ^Vr ^4sr -*•• •'♦ ♦^ «5? 

& O N G LXXXIIL 

<James. 

PIflTHEE, 5al(^«, what deft mufcODt 
By this doleful fpriag^ 
You are, I fear, in love, my dear ^ 
Alas, poor thing ! 

Truly, Jamie^ I muft blame y^^. 

You look, fo pale and wan ; 
I fear 'twill prove you arc in love ; 

AlaS) poor man [ ^ 

J A Kf E S. 

Nay, my Suey^ now I view ye ; . 

Well i know your froart. 
When you're alone you figh and groan:; : 

Alas, poor heart ! 

Jamlci hold ; I jdarc be bold 

To fay, thy heart is ftolc,^ 
And know that fhe as well as thcc^ ^ 

AIaS}pootf(»ul! 
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Jamb 9. 

Then, mj Sue^ tell me who ; 

I^ give thee beads of pearU 
And cafe thy heart of all this fmart ^. 

Alas, poor girl ! 

S U S A IT. 

ydmie^ no, if you fhould know,- 
I fear 'twould make you fadf 

And pine away both night and day^ 
Alas, poor lad i. 

Jp*A M C S. 

Why then, my Suc^ it \% for you. 
That I burn in thefe flames ; 

AndVrhen I die, Il:now you^U cry». 
Alas, poor James ! 

S u s A ll« 

Say you fo^ then^ Jamis^ know» 

If yon^uld prove untrue. 
Then muft 1 likewife cry, 

Alas, poor Sue i: 

Quoth he, then join thy hand with-mine^ 

And we fhall wed to*day : 
I da agree, here His, quoth ike. 

Come, tet's away. 



SO N G LXXXIV. 

WH EN, lovely FMhy thou art kTud^^^^ 
Nought but raptures fill my mindr - 
'Tis then I think thee fo divine, 
T' excel the mighty power of wine : 
Bidt when thou infult'ft, and laugh'ft at my pain^^ . . 
I wafh thee away with fparkling champaign; 
So bravely c'ontemn^both the boy and his motheTf •. 
And drive out one Cod by the power of another.* ^ 
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When pity in thy looks I fee, 

I fairly quit my friends for thee ; . . 

Perfuafive love fo charms me the||y. 

My freedom I'd not wifh again. 
Bat when thou art cruel, and heeds not my care, 
Then ftraight with a bumper 1 banifli defpair ; 
So bravely contemn both the boy and^Ms mbther. 
And drive out one God with the power of another* 

SONG LXXXV. 

YO U that lov€ mirth, attend to my fonff, 
A moment you nevef can better employ ; 
' Sawny and Teaguewert trudging along, 

A bonny Scots lad, and an Inj^ dear-joy ; 
They neither before h^j^ feen a wind mill. 
Nor had they heard ,^ver:of any fu«hAame;. ^ 
As they were a waking, ,f , • ^ 

And merrily talkmgt.. . ;if : -• . .. ' " 

At laft, by mere chance, to a wind-mill tl^^ey caste. 

Haha ! cries Sf^vony^ What do yc ca* that? f( . 
To tell the right name o't I am. at a lo6« i 
Teague very rjeadily anfwer'd the Scoty 

Indeed 1 believe it'lh (haint Patrick's crofs. 
Says Sanvny^ ye'U find your fell meikle miftakcn, 
For it is faint Andre*\M^s crofs 1 can fw^ar | ^ 
For there is his bonnet, 
And tartans hang on it. 
The plaid and the trews our apoftle did wear. 

, Nay, o* my (houl joy, thou telleft all lees, 

For that 1 will (hwear is fliaint PatricJCs coat ; 
I flicc't him in Ireland buying the frieze. 

And that I am ihure ifh the (hame that he bought ; 
And he ifti a fhaint much better than ever 

Made either the coven antfh fliolemn or league : 
For 0' my fKalwnfhiop, 
^Ic was my relafhion, 
Aad.^d a great kindnefi for honeft poor Teagris^ 



290 SON O S. 

Wherefore, lays Teague, I will, by my flioul, 

Lay down my napfhack, and take out my beads, 
And under this holy crofs' fet I will fall. 

And (hsLj pater nojhter^ and fome of «ur creeds ; 
So Teague began with humble devotion, 
To kneel down before St. Patrick^ s crofs ; 
The wind fell a blowing. 
And fet it a-going, 
And gave our dear-joy a terrible tofs. 

Satmy tchee'd, to fee how poor Teague 

Lay fcratching his ears, and roll oti the grafs. 
Swearing, it was furely the de'il's whirly-gig, 

And none (he roar'd out) of St. Patrick* s crofs : 
But ifh it indeed, cries he in a paflion, 
The crofs of our (haint that has croflit me fo fore ; 
Upo' my ihalwafhion. 
This fhall be a cawOiton, ^ 

To tmft to St. Patrick* f kindnefs no m©re. 

Sanuny to Teague ihtn merrily cry'd. 

This patron of yours is a very fad loun. 
To hit you fie a fair thump on the hide. 

For kneeling before him, and feeking a boon : 
Let me advifeyou to ferveour St. Andrew^ 
He, by my faiil, was a fpecial gude man : 
For fince your St. JP at rick 
Has ferv'd you fie a trick, 
I'd fee him bung up e'er 1 fcrv'd him again. 

SONG LXXXVL 

MA Y the ambitious ever find 
Succefs in crowds and noife. 
While gentle love does fill my micd / 

W ith (ilcnt real joys. 

May knaves and fools grow rich and great, 

And all the world think them wile, 
While I ly at my Nanny s feet, 
And all tlie world defpife. 
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Let conquering kings new triumphs raifc, 

And melt in court delights : 
Her eyes can give much brighter days, 

Her arms much fofter nights. 

SONG LXXXVIL 

CE L I A, too late you wou'd repent, 
The offering all your ftore, 
Is now but like a pardon fent. 
To one that's dead before. 

While at the firft you cruel proved. 

And grant the bliTs too late. 
You hindVed me of one I lov'd. 

To give me one I hate. 

I thought you innocent as fair, 

When firft my court I made ; 
But when your falfehoods plain appear. 

My love no longer ftay'd. 

Your bounty of thefe favours (hown, 

Whofe worth you firft deface. 
Is melting valu'd medals down, 

And giving us the brafs. 

O ! fince the thing we beg's a toy. 

That's priz'd by love alone, 
Why cannot women grant the joy, 

Before the love is gone. 

SONG LXXXVIIL 

YE S, all the world will fnre agree, 
He who's fecur'd of having thee, 
Will be entirely bleft ; 
But 'twere in me too great a wrong, 
To make one who has been fo long 
My qusen^ my Jlave at la ft. 
Vol. If. H 
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Nor ought thefe things to he confined 
I'hat were for public gooddeCga^ij 

Cou'd we, in foolifh pridej. 
Make the fun always with us ftssyt 
*Twou'd bum our corn and grafs away, . 

To ftarve the world befide. 

Let not the thoughu of partings fright 
Two fouls which paffion does uaite > 

For while our love does laft. 
Neither will ftrive to 'go away. 
And why the devil [hould we ftay. 

When once that love is pad ? 

S O N G- LXXXIX. 

MY.. Goddefs Lydia^ heavenly* feir, 
' As lily fwect, a<^r{Aft as air, 
: Let loofe thy tkreifes, fpread thy charznSf 
. And to my love give frelli alarms. 

. O ! let the gaze oh thefe bright eyes, 
Tho' facred lightening from them flics ; 
Shew me that foft that modeft grace. 
Which paints with charming red thy face- 

!.Give me arnhnjia in a kifs, 
That 1 may rival Jovs in blifs, 
That T may mix my Ibul with thine, 
And make the.pleafure all divine. 

O hide I thy bofom's killing white, 
(The milky way is not fo bright) 
Let you my ravifh'd foul opprefs, 
With beauty's pomp, and fweet excefs. 

Why draw'ft thou from the purple flood 
Of my kind heart the vital blood ? 
Thou art all over endlefs charms j 
O J take me dying to thy arms. 
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S O N G XC, 

WH Y we love, and whf we hite, 
Is not granted os to know i 
Random chance, or ^Iful fate, 
Guides the fbaft froiA^»^*afV bow* 

If on me Zelinda frOwn» 

'Tis madnefs all in me to griev€4 
Since her will is not her own, ^* 

Why ihould I uncafy live I " 

IS I for Zelinda die. 

Deaf to poor MitelU^s cries, 
A& not me the reafoh why, 

Seek the riddle in the &ies. ^* 

s a N G i XCI. 

HARK how the trtwnpet founds to battle, - 
. Hark how the thondVing cannons rattkf • 
Cruel ambition now calU me awayi ^ 
While I have ten thl>urand foft things to fayj^* 
While honour alarms, me. 
Young Cupid difarms me, . 
And Celia fo charms me^ 
I cannot away. 

Hark again, honour calls ttie to armsj ' - 
Hark how the trumpet fwectly charms ; i 
Celta no more then muft be obey'd. 
Cannons are roaring and enfigns difplay'd i ^ 

The thoughts of promotion, 

Infpire fuch a notion, . 

Of Celiacs devotion 
I'm no more afraid. ' 

Guard her for me, celeftial powers,^ 
Ye Gods, blcfs the nymph with happy fcrft bours^: 
O may fhe ever to love me incline, 
Such lovely pe^fiedUons I cannot refigni ^ 
Ha 
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Plnn conftancy erant her. 
My true Ipf e fhaU hauat her. 
My foul fannot want her. 
She's aU fo divine. 

5 O N G XCII. 

SHALL I, wafting in defpatr^ 
Die becaufe a woman's fair ? 
Shall my cheeks look pale with carei^ 
'Caufe another's rofy are ? 
Be (he fairer than the day. 
Or the flow'ry meads in May ; 

Yet if (he think not well oi me> 
What care I how fair (he be i 

Shall a woman's goodncfs move 

Me to perifh for her love ; 

Or, her worthy merits known, 

Make me quite forget my own ? 

Be (he with that goodnefs bleft. 

As may merit name the bed ; 

Yet if (he be not fuch to me, 
What care I how good (he be ? 

Be (he good, or kind, or fair, 

I will never more defpair ;. 

If (he love me, this believe, 

I will die e'er flie (hall grieve ; 

If (he (light me when I woo, 

I will fcom and let her go : 
So if (he be not fit for me, 
What care I for whom (he be ? 

SONG XCIII. 

AS the fnow in valleys lying, 
Phahus his warm beams applying,. 
Soon diflblves and runs away ; 
So the beauties, fo the graces. 
Of the moft bewitching faces, 
approaching ag^ decay* 
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As ^ tyrant when degraded, 
Is defpis'd, and is upbraided, 

By the iOaves he twice contronl'd ; 
So the nymph, if none conld move her. 
Is tontcmn'd by every lover, 

When her charms arc growing old. . 
Melancholic looks and whining. 
Grieving* quarelling and pining. 

Are th' effedls your rigours move : ; , 

Soft care/Tes, am'rous glances, 
Mdting fighs,. tranfportins; trances, - 

Are the bleft effe^s of love* 
Fair ones ! while your beauty's blooming, :■-, 
Employ time, left age refuming 

What your youth profufely lends ; . 
You are rob'd of all your glories, 
And condemned to tell old (lories - 

To your unbelieving friends^ 

s o f^ G xciv. 

FAIR /imoret is gone aftray, 
■ Purfue, and feek her, €very lover ; 
I'll, tell the figns by which you may 

The wandering ihepherdcfs difcovcr. • 
Coquet and coy at once her air, '^ 

Both ftudi'd, though both feemneglcdedi ; 
Carelefs (he is with artful care, > 
AfFef!ing to feem unaffeded. r^^ 

With fkill her eyes dart every glanee^ 

Yet change fo foon you*d ne'er fufpcd 'em 5 ; 
For fhc'd pcrfuade they wotmd by chance. 

Though certain aim and art dire^ them* - 
She likes herfelf, yet others hates 

For that which in Irerfelf fhc prizes 5 , 
And while (he laughs at them, forgets .* ^ 

23hc is the thing that (he defpifes. . . 

H 3 
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SONG XCV. 

DAMON, if 'yjou will, beliere mc, 
'Tis not fighing round the pUin^ 
Song nor fonnet can relieve ye ; * 
Faint attexnpu in love are vain.. - 

Urg^ but home the fair occafion^ , 

And be mafter of the fidid : -. 
To a powerful kipd invafion, 

'Twcre a m^dnefs nqt Jo yield.^ 

Though (he vows Ihe'll ne'er permit ye, . 

Cries you're rude and much to btamCf , 
And with taars implores your pity j , 

Be not merciful for fhame. 

When the fierce aflault is over, , 

Chiorh time enough will find, \ 
This her cruel furious lover, 

Much .more gentle, not fo kind. .. 

S O. N G: XCVI., 

IF (he be not kind as fair, 
But peevifh and unhandy, 
Leave her, (lie's only worth the care : 
Of feme fpruce jack- a- dandy. 

I would not have thee fuch an afs, . 

Hadft thou ne'er fo much leifure, , 
To figh and whine for fuch a lafs, 

Whofc pride's above her pleafure. . 

S O N G XCViL; 

He. 

AWAKE, thou faireft thing in nature, 
. How can you flecp when day does break ? 
How can 70x1 deep, my charming creature^ 
When hgiij a V70i\4 t^i ^o\i ^x^ ^^isj^ke ? 
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She. 
Wfaat fwain is this that fings fo early^ 
Under my window by the dawn ? ^ 

'Its one, dear nyinpfe that loves, you dearly^^ 

Therefore in pity eafe my pam., 
Shje. 
Softly, clfe you'll wake my mother, , 

No tales of love fhe let's me hear ; ^ 
Go tell your pafldon to fome other, . 

Or whifper't foAly ia my ear. . 

How can you bid me love another^ 
Or rob me of your beauteous charms? 

'Tis time you were- wean'd from your mother^ 
You're fitter for a lover's arms. 



SON G'^ xeviiL 

IN fpite of love at length I've, found . 
A miftrefs that can pleafe me, . 
Her humour free and unconfinM, 

Both night and day fliall eafe me. 
No jealous thoughts diflurb my mind, . 
Though (he's cnjoy'd by all mankind,. , 
Then drink and never fpare it, 
'Tis a bottlff of good clareU.. 

If you, through all her naked charms, . 

Her little mouth difc<5ver^ 
Then takcher bluihing Jto your arms^ .. 

And ufe her like a lover ; 
Such liquor (he'll diflil . from thence^ - 
As will tranfport your ravi(h'd fen£:^ ., 
Then kifs and never fpare it, 
'Tis a bottle of good clgtet. 

But bed of all 1 fhe has no tongue^ ■.. 
Submifliv-e (befobeys me, 
She's fullj^ better old. than youngjj , 
And&Ul to iiniling fwa;s mc^^ 



Hftr fkttt Is foeoth, compkdion blaclc^ 
And has a moft delicious finadkf . 
Tbeniifi and nev«r ijiare i^- 
*I1b a i^///4r rf good cUrtt. . 

Ufon her esctllence wotild tafte^ 

Befureyouufcher.ktnd, Sir, 
Ckip your hands atout her waift^ , 

And raife her up behind. Sit ; 
As for her bottom, never doubt, 
Puih but home, and you'll find if out; , 
Then drink and never ipare it, . , 
nSs a if ft/4 of go^c/ara. ■: 
«»i I ' III II I . 

S ON G : XdX. 

OSurprifin^ lovely fair ! • 
Who witi Ch/oe can compare ? 
Sure flie- s form'd for beamy'a Queen, . 
Her wit, her fhape, her grace, her mcin, . 
By far excels all nymphs I've fecn ; 
No mortal eye 
Can view her nigh, 
Too exquifite for human fight to fee r 

Though fhe ne'er may be kind, . 
Nor for me e'er defign'd. 
Yet 1 love, I love, I love. 

The charming (he. 

S O N G C. 

WHEN bright Aurefia tript the plain. 
How chearful then were fecn, 
The looks of every jolly fwain. 
Who ftrove ^ureisa's heart to gain. 
With gambols on the green ? 

Their fports were innocent and gay, 

Mixt with a manly air ; 
They'd fing, and dance, and pipe, and play, 
JEach ftrove to pleafc, fome different way. 

This dear enchauUn^fcttt. 
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The ambitious ftrife fhe did admire,. 

And equally approve, 
'Till Phaon^s tuneful voice and lyre. 
Which fofteft mufic did infpire 

Her foul to generous love. 

Their wonted fports the reft declin*d. 

Their arts provM all in vain ; 
Au.relia*s conftant now they find,. 
The more they languifli and repin'<^ 

The more (be loves the /ui^in. 

SONG CL. 

AWAY, you rover. 
For (hame give over, 
You play the lover " 

So like an afs ; 
You are for ftorming. 
You think you're charmingi. 
Your faint performing, 
We read in your face.; ' 



S O' N G CII. 

HE, who for ever, 
Would hope for favour, , 
He muft endeavour 

To charm the fair : . 
He dances, he dances^ 
He da--a*-a--a--a--anc€S^.. 
He fighs, and glances, , 
He makes ;idvances. 
He flngs, and dances. 

And mendsL his ait*. . 
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SONG- cm. 

Go, go, go, go, fdlfifl vfthyfexy begone. 
Leave, leave, ah have me, leave me to tHyfeifal<;net ' 
Why would you ftrivc by fond preteace» , 
Thus to deftroy my innocence I 
Go, go, &c^ ■■ - k avo^ Uave^ &c. 

Young CeRa, you too late betrayed, 
Then thus you^did the nymph upbraid, 
"■ Love, like a dream tifher*d by mieht, 
**• Flies the approach of mormng light." 
C^igOt jfec , .. ■ . I ■ ■ . k a>9i4 hevCi &c« 

She who believes man when he fwearr^ 
Or lead regarcb hts oaths and prayers^ 
May ihe, fdnd (he, be mo(t accurft s 
Nay more« be fubje$ to his luft. 
Go, go^ &c. U avc% leave i &e.' 

SONG CIV. 

BELINDA, with afieaed nxebt. 
Tries all the power of art ; 
Tet finds her efibrts all in vain. 

To gain a Angle heart : 
Whilft Chloe, in a different way, 

Is but herfelf, to pleafe, 
And makes new conquefts every dajv 
Without one borrowed grace. 

Bdirtda^s haughty air deftroys 

What native charms infpire ; 
While Ckhe'f artlefs fhining eyes, . 

Set all the world on fire : . 
Belinda may our pity move ; 

But Chloe gives us pain» 
And while fke fmi!e§ us into Iove| 

Her fifter frowns in vaia. . 



o 
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SONG CV. 

N a bank of flowers, 



In a fiimmer day. 
Inviting and undreft. 

In her bloom of yoiith^ 

Fair Celia lay, 
With love and flcep oppreft ; 

When a youthful fwaii^, 

With admiring eyes, 

Wifli'd that he d«rft 

The fweet maid furprifc ; 
fVith a /at /a, /a, la^ &c. 
But fear'd approaching fpies. 

As he gaz'd, 

A gentle Zephyr arofe. 

That fannM her robes afidc : 
And the fleeping nymph 
Did the charms difclofe, 

Which waking ike would hide : ' 
Then his breath grew (hort« 
And his pulfe- beat high, 
He long'd to touch 
What he chancM to ipy ; 

With a fa, la, la, la, &c. 

But durft not ftill draw nigh. 

All amaz'd he ftood, 
With her beauties fir'd. 

And blcft the courteous wind ; 
Then in whifpers figh'd, 
And the Gods defir'd, 

That Celia might be kind ; 

When with hopes grown bold. 
He advanc'd amain ; 
But ihe laugh'd loud 
In a dream, and again. 

With a fa, la, la, la, &c. 

Repeird tlie timorous fwaia. 
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Yet the amorous yonthy 

To relieve fais fbft pain. 
The fbmb'nng maid carefs'd ; 

And with trembling hand 

(O $mple poor fwain ! ) 
Her glowing bofom prefs'd : 

When the virgin awak'd. 

And affrighted flew, 

Yet look*d as wifhing 

He would purfue : 
With a fay la^ la^ la^ &c. 
But Damon mid his cue. 

Now, now repenting. 

That he had let her fly, 
Himfelf he thus accus'd. 

What a dull and a ftupid 

Blockhead was J, 
That fuch a chance abus'd ? 

To my {bame 'twill now 

On the plains be faid, 

Damon a virgin 

Aflcep betray'd, 
tVsth a fay lay lay lay Sec. 
And let her go a maid. 

SONG CVI. 

WHILE filently I lovM, nor dar'd. 
To tell my crime aloud, 
The influence of your fmiles I fliar'd. 
In common with the crowd. 

But when I once ray flames exprcft, 

In hopes to eafe my pain, 
You fingl'd me out from all the refl, 

The mark of your difdain. 

If thus, Corinnay you (hall frown 

On all that I adore. 
Then all mankind mufl be undone, 
, OryoumuftfmiWiiomorc. 
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SONG CVIL 

OH happy, happy grove, 
Witncfs of our tender love ; 

Oh ! happy, happy fliade. 

Where firft our vows were made^ 
Blufhing, fighing, melting, dymg. 

Looks would charm a Jove; 
A thoufknd pretty things (he faid. 

And all — and all wa^ love : 

But Corinna peijur'd proves. 

And forfakes the fliady groves ; 
When I fpeak of mutual joys, 

She knows not what I mean ; 
Wanton glances, fond carefles 

Now no more are feen, 
Since the falfe deluding fair 

Has left the flow'ry green : 

Mourn, ye nymphs, that fporting played, 

Where poor Strephon was betray 'd j , 

There the fecret Wound (he gave. 

When I was made Tier flave. 

SONG CVIIL 

H £ fages of old. 
In prophecy told. 
The caufe of a nation's tin doing ; 
But our new Englijh breed 
No prophecies need. 
For each one here feeks his own ruin. 

With grumbling and jars, 
We promote civil wars. 
And preach up falfe tenets to many ; 
We fnarl and we bite. 
We rail and we fight 
For religion, yet no man has any. 

Then him let's commend. 
That's true to his friend. 
And the church and the fenate would fettle ; 
Vol. II. I - 
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Who Jdights not iii blootf. 
But draws when he fhou'd, 
Andhravely ftands bnint to the battle. 

Who rails not at kings, , 

Nor politic things. 
Nor treafon will fpcak when he's melloVr ; 

But takes a full glafs, 

To his country's fuccefs^ 
Thisj tills is an honed brave fellow. 

SONG CIX. 

WE all to conquering beauty botsr. 
Its pleafxng power admire ; 
But I ne'er knewaface till now. 

That cou'd like yours infpirc 
Now I nnay fay I met with one. 

Amazes all mankind ; 
And, like men gazing on the fun,' 
With too much light am blind. 

Soft, as the tender moving fighs. 

When longing lovers meet ; 
Like the divining prophets, wife ; 

Like new-blown rofes, fweet ; 
Mode ft, yet gay ; referv'd, yet free ; 

Each happy night a bride j 
A mcin like awfid majefty. 

And yet no fpark of pride. 

The patriarch, to win a wife, 

Chafte, beautiful and young, 
Serv'd fourteen years a painful life. 

And never thought It long : 
Ah ! were you to reward fuch care, 

And life fo long would ftny, 
Not foul-teen, but four hundred years. 

Would feetu but as oxkt d^^^. 
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SONG ex. 

PRITHEE, Billyy bc'nt fo filly. 
Thus to wafte thy days iu griefs 
You fay, Betty will not let yc ; 
But can for row bring relief? 

Leave repining, ceafe your wkiaiog ; 

Pox on torment, tears and wo : 
If (he's tender, fhe'll furrendcr ; 

If file's tough, — e'en let her gc 

SONG CXI. 

KINDLY, kindly, thus my treafurc^ ^ 
Ever love me, ever charm ; 
Let the paflion know no meafure» 
Yet no jealous fear alarm. 

Why ftiou*d w«, pur blifs beguiling^. 

By dull doubting fall at odds ? 
Meet my foft embraces fmiling» 

We'll be happy as the Gods. - 

SON G CXIL 

ASoiur reformation 
Crawls out thro* the nationn*v 
While dunder head fages 
Who hope for good wages, , 
Direft us the way. 
Ye Tons of the mufes, 
Then cloak your abufes ; 
And left you (hou'd trample" - 
On pious ei^ample, 

Obferve and obey* . 
Time -frenzy curers, 
And ftubbom nonjurors j , 
For want of diverfion. 

Now fcourge the lewd times ^ : 

I 2~ 
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They're hmted» they've printed. 
Cur veia it profane is, 

And worft of all crimes ; 
The clod-pated railers, 
Smiths, coblers and colliers. 

Have damn'd all our rhymes* 

Under the notion 
Of zeal for devotion. 
The humour has firM *era. 
And malice infpir'd ^cm. 

To tutor the age : 
But if in feafon, 
YouM know the true reafbn ; 
The hopes of preferment. 
Is what makes the vermin 

Now rail at the ftage. 
Cuckolds and canters. 
With fcruples and hanters 
Old 0/her's peal, 

. Againd poetry ring.: 
But let ftate- revolvers, 
And treafon-abfolvers, 

Excufe, if I fing. 
The rebel that chufes. 
To cry down the mu&s, 

Wou'd cry down the king. 



THE END OF PART THIRD. 



T HE 

T E A-T A B L E 

MISCELLANY: 

FART IV. ^ 

A M N A nuith an afJgePt air^ 
Stueet her notes, her face as fair ,• . . 

Vajfals and Kingt • 

Fselnsjhenfljefings^ 
Charms of'warhling beauty near*^ 

Etrick Banks. 
I. 

ON Etrick-hanks^ in a fummer*$ night, 
At glowming when the fheep drave bame^: > 
I met my lafTy braw and tight, 

Come wading, barefoot, a' her lane ; 
My heart grew light, 1 ran, I flaiig 

My arms about her lily neck, 
And kifs'd and clap'd her there fon lang j^ 
My words they were na mony, feck. 

IL 

I faid, My laffy, will ye go 

To the highland hills, the Earfe to leam; ♦ 
!'ll baith gi'e thee a ow and ewe. 

When ye come to the brig oiEamr 

13 
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At Leith aald meal comes iHj ne'er fafbi . 

And herrings at the Broomy Latv^ 
Chear up your heart taj bomiy lais. 

There's gear to win we never faw, 
III. 
AH. day when we have wrought.enough, ,. 

When winter, frofts and (haw begm* 
Soon as the fun gaes Weft the loch. 

At night when you fit down to fpin, , 
I'll fcrew my pipes and play a fpring : 

And thus the weary night will end, 
Till the tender kid and lamb time bring- 

Our pleafant fummer back again. 

Syne when thek trees are in their bloom^ , 

And gowans glent o'er ilka field, 
I'll meet my lafs amang the broom, . 

And lead yoir-to my fummer fhield. . 
Then for frae a' their fcornfu' din. 

That make the kindly hearts their fport, . 
We'll laugk} and kifs, and dance, and frng, . 

And gar the langeft day feem fhort*. 

T.HE. BiRKii OF Inyermay. . 
I.' 

TH E fmiling raorn, the breathing fpring^ . 
Invite the tuneful birds to fing ; 
And while they warble from the fpray, r 

Love melts the univcrfal lay. . 
L.et us, Amanduy timely wife. 
Like them, improve the hour that flics ; 
And in foft raptures vrafte the day 
Among the birks of Invermay. 
-f IL 

For foon the winter of the year, 
And age, life's winter, will appear. 
At this thy living bloom will fade. 
As that wiU ftrip the verdant flxade ; 
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Otir tafte of pleafure then is o'er. 
The feather'd fongfters are no more ; . 
And when they droop^.and we decay, 
AdieUi the birks of Invermay*. 

in. 

Thelavrocks now and lintwhite fing,; 
The rocks around with echoes ring ; 
The mavis and the black- bird vye. 
In tuncfal drains to glad the day ; 
The woods now wear their fummer fuits y ; 
To mirth all natnre-now invites : 
liet us be bljrthfome then and gay 
Among the birks qS Inverrnay. 

IV. 
Behold the hills and vales around, 
With lowing herds and flocks abound ^ . 
The wanton kids and frifking lambs 
Gambol and dance about.tl^ir dams s . 
The bufy bees with humming noife. 
And all the reptile kind rejoice ; 
Let us, like them, then fmg and play 
About the birks oi Inverrnay, 

V; 
Hark, how the waters as they fall, ' 
Loudly my love to gladnefs call ; 
The wanton waves fport in the beams, 
And fifhes play throughout the ftteaxps ; 
The circling fun does now advance, 
And all the planets round him dance : 
Iset us as jovial be as they 
Among the birks oi J/tvermtty, 

HERO and^LE ANDERv 

An old Bjl l l ad* 

LE ANDERonthe^ay 
Of Hettefpont all naked ilood, 
Impatient of delay, 
He leapt into the fatal floods 
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The raging fcas. 

Whom none can pleskCc^^ 
'Gainfl him their xoalke fhow ; . 

The hearens lowr'd 

The rain down pour^dj 
Aad load the winds did blow^ 

11. 

Then caftlng round his eyes, 

Thos of his fate he did conaptanit >. 
Ye cruel rocks, and fkies ! 

Ye flormy winds, and angry mam I t 
What *lis to mifs 
The lover's blifs, 
Alas ! ye do not know ; 
Make me your wreck . 
As I come back,. 
Bnt fpare Ihe as I go. . 

III. 
Lo ! yonder ftands the tower 

Where my beloved Ifero lies, 
And this is the appointed hour 

Which fets to watch her loiiging eyes. 
To his fond fuit 
The gods were mute ; 
The billows anfwer. No : 
Up to the ikies 
The furges rife. 
But funk the youth as low. 

IV.. 
Mean while the wlfhing maid, 

Divided 'twixt her care and love, 
Now docs his (lay upbraid ; 

Now dreads He (hou'd the pailage prove : 
Ofate! faidfhe, 
Nor heaven, nor thee. 
Our vows (hall e'er divide. 
I'd leap this wall, . 
Cou'd 1 but fall 
By my Leander^f fide,. 
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V. 

At length the rifing fun 

Did to her fight reveal, too late, 
That Hero was undone j 

Not by Leander^s fault, out fete. 

Said, (he, 1*11 Ihew, , 

Tho* we arc two, 
Our loves were ever one : 

This proof I'll give, 

I will not live. 
Nor ihall he die alone. 

VL :: 

Down from the wall flie leapt 
Into the raging feas to him. 
Courting each wave (he met. 

To teach her weary M arms to fwim j^ 

The fea-gods wept, 

Nor longer kept 
Her from her lover's Mt^ 

When joinM at hft. 

She grafpM him faft, 
Then figh'd, embrac'd, and died. 

fi^are Willy drowned in Tarkow^ 

I. 

WI L L Y'S rare, and Willfs fair. 
And Willys wondrous bonny; 
And IViliy height to marry me, 
Gin e'er he married ony. 
IL 
Yeftreen I made my bed fu' braid, ' 

This night I'll make it narrow ; 
For a' the llve-lang winter night 
I ly twin'd of mj marrow. 
III. 
O came you by yon water- fide, 

Pou'd you the rofe or lily ! 
Or came you by yon meadow green ? 
Ox faw you my fwect Willy? 
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She fouj^ht him eaft, (he fought him wed. 
She fought hirn braid and nariow ; 

Sync in the cleaving •£ a craig 
She found him drown'd in Tarro^w, 



The King and the Miller^ 

t 

HO W happy a date does the mUler poffcfs f 
Who wou'd be no greater, nor fears to he lefe; 
On his mill and himfelf he depends for fupport* 

Which is better than (ervilely cringing at court* 
Wliat tho' he all dufty and whit'hed does eo. 

The more he*s bepowder*d, the more like a beau ;_ 
A C/o*wn in his d^e/} may be honeder far^ 

Than a Courtier who ftruts in bis Carter ^n4 Star* 

IL 

Tho* hts hands arc fo dauh'd, tbey*ire not fit to be fceot 

The hands of his Betters are not very clean ; 
A palm more polite may as dirtily deaU 

Gold in handling will (lick to the fingers like meaL 
What if, when a pudding for dinner he lacks, 

He cwbs without fcruple from other mens facks | . 
In tliis of right noble example he brags, 

Who borrow as freely from other mens bags. 

III. 
Or fhou-d he endeavour to heap an eftate, 

In this too he mimics the T$(?ij of the (latCa 
Whofe aim is alone their coffers to fiU, 

And all his concern's to bring grift to his mill ? 
He eats when he's hungry, and drinks when hc'sdryg-. 

And down when he's weary contented does ly^ 
Then rifes up chearful to work and to fing : , 

If fo happy a MJJUr, then who'd be a Kin^ ? * 
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Tamo Tanto. 
I. 

SO much I love thc^ O my treafure ! 
That my flame no bound does kndw : 
Oh ! look upon your Twain with pleafure» 
For his paia fomc pity fliow. 

II. 
Oh ! my charmer though I leave you, 
Yet my heart with you remains ; 
Let not then my abfence grieve you, 
Since with pride I wear your chains. 

The Beautiful. Singer. 

L 

SINGING charms the bleft above^ 
Angels (ing, and faints approve ; 
All we below 
Of heaven can (how. 
Is that they both (ing and love. 
II. 
Anna with an angel's air, 
Sweet her notes, her face as fair : 
Vaflals and kings 
Feel, when (he fings, 
Charms of warbling beauty near, 
III. 
Savage nature conquered lies. 
All is wonder and furprize ; 
Souls expiring. 
Hearts a firing, 
By her charming notes and eyes. 
IV. 
Let the violin and harp. 
-Hang and moulder till they warp ; 
Let the flute and lyre 
In duft expire. 
Shattered by a vocal ^^'y. 
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. Great Lamintatidn for the Lofs of Sweet 
^ SENISINO. 

M. 

AS mufing I rang'd in the meads all alone, 
A beautiful creature was making her moan i 
Oh ! the tears they did uickle full faft from her eyes : 
. She plercM both the air and my heart with her cries. 
', Qh ! the tcarsy.ScQ. 

li. 

: I gently requefted the caufe of her moan. 
She told me» her fweet Senijtno was flown ; 
And in that fad pofture Hie'd ever remain, 
Unlefs the dear charmer wou'd come back agaia* 
« Afid in^ 5cc« 

III. 
Why, who is this mortal fo cruel, faid I, 
That draws fuch a dream from fo lovely an eye ! . 
To beauty fo blooming what man can be blind ! 
<To paflion fo tender what monder unkind ! 
7<7 beaut^f &c. 

JV. 
'Tis neither for man, nor for woman, faid flie. 
That thus in lamenting, I water the Ice, 
My warbler celcflial, fweet darling of fame. 
Is a ihadow of ibjnething, a fex without name. 
J\fy fwarbUr^ &c. 

V. 
Perhaps, 'tis fome iinnet, fome black bird, faid I, 
Perhaps 'tis your lark that has foar'd to the (ky ; 
Come dry up your tears, and abandon your grief^ 
I'll bring you another to give you relief. 
Come dry^ &c. 

VI. 
No linnet, no black bird, no flcy lark, faid flie. 
But one much more tuneful by far than all three • 
My fweet Sentjino^ for whom I now cry, 
. jfs fweeter than all the wing'd fongfters that fly. 
Jlfyf^eet^ Sec. ^ 
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VII. 

Adieu, Farinettaf Cuzzoni likewlfe, 
Whom ftars and whom garters extol to the fktcs^ - 
Adieu to the opera, adieu to the ball, 
My darling is gone, and a fig for tbexn all. 
Mieut Sec, 

Ti^e VirgirCs Prayer* 

I. 

eU P I D, eafe a love-fick maid. 
Bring thy quiver to her aid ; 
With equal ardour wound the Twain:: - 
JBeauty {hould never figli in vain.' 

11. ;V 

Let him feel the pleafmg fmart. 
Drive thy arrows through his heart ; ♦ 
W^en one you wound, you then deftroy ; - 
When both you kill, you kill with joy. 

Un grateful N an W y. 

L 

DI D ever fwain a nymph adore, 
As J ungrateful Nanny do I 
Was ever fhepherd's heart fo fore. 

Or ever broken heart fo true ? 
My cheeks are fwell'd with tears, but fhe '--^ 
Has never wet a cheek for me. 

II. 
If Nanny calPd, did €'er I ftay, 

Or linger when (he bid me run ? 
She only had the word to fay, 

And all (he wiih'd was quickly done. - 
I always think of her, but (he • 
Does ne'er beftow a thought on mc» -^^^ - ^ 
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iir. 

To let her cowi my: clover tafte. 
Have I notxofe by break of day ? 

Did ever Nam/t heifers feft, 
1{ Robin in his bara had hay. 

Tho' to my fields they welcome wereii 

I ac'cr wa% wclcpme yet to her. 

3f e ver Nanny loft a flieep, 
. I cheerfully did give her two j 
And I her lambs did fafely keep 

Withinmy folds in froft and (how : 
Have they not there from cold been frc:: 
But Nanny ftiU is cold to me. 

V. 
When Nanny to the well did come, 

'Twas Tthat did her pitchers fill ; 
Full as they wtre, I brought them honie t 

Her corn I carried to the mill ; 
My back did bear the fack, but fhe 
Will never bear a fight of me, 

VI. 
To Nanny*s poultry, oats I gave, 

I'm fure they always had the beft ; 
Within this week her pigeons have 

Eat up a peck of peafe at leaft. 
Her little pigeons kifs, but Ihc 
Will never take a kifs from me. 

VII. 
Muft Robin always Nanny woo. 

And Nanny ftill on Robin frown, 
Alas ! poor wretch ! what fliall I do^^ 

• If Nanny does not love me fison] 
If no relief to me (hell bring, 
lUl hang me in her aprpn-ftr^g». 
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The Scullion^ s Complaint^ . 

B7 the fide of a great kitchen fire, 
A fcullion fo hungry was laid» 
A pudding was all his defire ; 
A kettle fupported his head. 
The hogs that were fed by the houfe, ^ 

To his fighs with a grunt did reply ; 
And the gutter that car'd not a loufei > 
Ran mournfully muddily by, 

IL . 

But when it was fet in a difli, ^'' 

Thus fadly complaining lie^ry'd, ' '♦ 
My mouth it docs water,' and wifh» "'^r 

I think it had better bedrfry*d. *i. 
The butter around it was fprfead^'«* ^"' 

'Twas as great as- a' prince^ iti' his chair: 
Oh ! might I but eiit ity he (aid, 

The proof of the pud^ng lies there« - 

IIL i<. 

Howfooliflf was I to'bcliever^- 
It was made for fo homd3rtitIown $ - 

Or that it .would hare aTcprieve 

From the dainty 'fine folks of the towit?' 

Could I think that a pudding fo fine 
Would ever uneaten remove ^ * 

We 1 about* that others may dine. 
And live in a kitchen on love. . . 

IV. 

What tho' at the fire I have wrought - 

Where puddings we broil and we fry> 
Tho' part of it hither be brought^ r. 

And none of it ever fet by. 
Ah Colin / thou mufl not be fird^ 

Thy knife and thy trencher refign ; 
There's Margaret will eat till fhe burfl^. ^ 

And her turn is ibonet thau mine. - •-. 

K.3- . 
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V. 
And joQt Vr companions fo dear^ 

Who forrovr tofccmcfo pale, . 
Whatever I fuflfer, forl)car, 

Forbear at a padding to rail> 
The* I fhouM through all the rooms rove^ 

'Tis in vaiu from my fortime to go y. 
'Tis its fate to be often-above, 

'Tis mine (till to want it below. . 

If while my h^ fate I fuftairi, . 

In your brcafts any pity be found^\ 
Ye fervants that earlieu dine. 

Come fee how i hf on the ground : 
Then hang up a pan and a pot, 

And forrow to fee how 1 dwell ; 
And fay,' when you grieve at my lot. 

Poor iJoIin lov'jd pudding too well. 

VIL 

Then. back to your meat you may go, 

Which you fct in your difhcs fo prim, 
Where fauce in the middle does flow. 

And flowers are ftrew'd round the brim : 
Whilft Colh/f forgotten and gone, 

By the hedges fhall difmally rove, 
Unlefs when he fees the round moon» 

He thinks, on a pudding above* * 

«l{hXX><X-4^'iJh-$»>C><XX^iS><><><XHJi>«^ 

TAe Hunter* s Song. . 

WHENhetimeson the morn to the fields werepaiV,. 
We range where the chace may be leated ; . 
At the found ot the horn alldifturbance and care. 
Flies away from the din as defeated. 

• See the excellent Original^ Pgrt IIL p. 142 of which this 
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II. 
Then Joukr did roar, hearing Toliit h^6tt$ 
Brave rnmic makes Smteet-lips and Mally^ . . 
At the found of the noife the hunters rejoicef . 
And the fquat makes the ratchcs to rallf « 

III. 
Then calling- about, we find her anew, 
And we ratfe then a haloo to chcar them % 
The echoes around from the mountains refound. 
Rejoicing all hearts that do hear them^ 

IV. 
. And when ihe turns weak, and her life's at tbe ftako^v. 
We take care to make her a feizure ; 
And foon as we kill, we recover at will| 
And home w<e return at oui leifure. 

V. 
And when we come home, our kind loving dames 
With the beft ©f good chcar can provide us ; 
Good liquors abound, and healths go ronnd^ 
Till nothine that's bad can betide us. 

\i. 
Then we rife in a ring, we dance and w« fing, . 
Having enough of our'own, none to borrow: 
Can the court of a king yield a pleaianter thing > x 
We're the fame juft to-day as to mgarow. 

The jolly Binder^ 

I. 

BACCHUS muft nowhk power refign, 
I am the only god of wine ; 
It is not fit that wretch (hou'd h6 
In competition fst with, me, . 
Who can drink ten times more than he^^ 
II. 
Make a new world, ye powers divinCf ^ 
Stock it with nothing elfe but wine : 
Let wine the only produA be,. 
Let wine be eartb> be air and fea>. 
And let that wine be all for me.. 



III. 
Ldt vrdkhed mortals vainl3f^.wear 
A tedfoinlife in anxious care» . 

Ld the ambicious toil and thinly . 
Let ftates andempires fwim or fink^ ': . 
My ibal's amUtioa is to drink* 

Tie Hay-maker^ s Son^. -; . 

COME, Nrighbotirsi now ixrc've made our hay^ 
. . Thefottitthaftc' 
Drives to the weft, '" 
With fports, with iports coiK;lude the day. 
Let every inan chufe out his lafs. 
And then falate iier on the gndlr; , 
And when you find 
She-s coining kind, 
Let not that moment pafs-; " 
Then we'll tofs off our bowls, . 
To^ true love and honour, . 
To all kind loving girls, * 
And the lordol t^ manor* ^ 

11. > 

Atifiight when ronnd the hall we fit, * 
With good brown bowls 
To chear our fouls, 
And ralfe, and raife a merry chat : * 
Whexi bk>t>d grows warm, and love runs high^ . 
And jokes around the. table fly, - 
Then we retreat, - 
And that repeat 
Which all would gladly try ; 
Then we'll tofs off our bowls. 

To true love and honour. 
To all kind loving girls, 
And thclord'ot uc manor. 
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III. 
Let lazy great ones of the towa 
Drink nigfit awayi 
And ileep all day. 
Till gouty, gouty they are grown i 
Our daily works fuch vigour give^ 
That nightly fports we oft revivc» 
And kifs our dames 
With (Ironger flames 
Than any prinee alive : 
Then we'll tofs off our bowls^ 

To true love and horibnr. 
To all kind loving gtrls, 
And the lord of die inatti6r. 



Watty afld Madge* 

Jn Imitation ^William and l/LkKGikK^xi 

t. 
^rrK W A S at the fhinrog rtiid-day faoQiU 

X When all began to gaunt^ 
That hunger rugg'd at JVattfj breaft^ 

And the poor lad grew faint* 

His face was like a bacon ham 

That lang in reek had hung, 
And horn- hard was his tawny band 

That held his hazel- rung. 
III. 
So wad the fafteft face appear 

Of the maift df cfFy fpark. 
And fuch the hands that lords wad hae^, 

Were they kept clofe at wark. 
IV. 
His head was like a heathery bulb 

Beneath his bonnet blae» 
On his braid cheeks, frae lug to lug«v 

His bairdy bridles grew« 
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V. 
But hunger like a raawing worm»^ 

Gade rumbling uxro* hts &jte» . 
And nothing now but folid gear >. 

Cou'd give his ht9f% delyte. ^. 

VI.i. 

He to the kitchen jnuivwith fpeed^ 

To his lov'd Madge hei ran. 
Sunk down ii^to^he chimney- nook • 

With vi&ge four and wan. 

Get npf he^ erics, mj criDxy Iove» . 

Support my finking &ul 
WSth fomething that is fit to chcw^. . 

Be^ either het or.caul. 

VIII. 
This is the how and hungry hour. 

When Ae beft cures for grief- 
Are cogue- fous of the lythy kaiU 

And a j;pod junt pf bee£ . 

IX. 

Oh fFatfyt Watty, Madge replies^ ; 

I but o'er jufily trow'd 
Yojir love was thowlefs^ and that ye ? 

For cake, and pudding woo'd. 

Bethink thee, Wattyi on. that nig^t, 

When all were »ft afleep, 
H0W yekifs'd me fracipheek to cheel^ L, 

Now leave thefe cheeks to dreep. 

XI. 

How couTd ye ca' iny hurdies fat| 
And comfort oLyourfi^t ?. 

How couM you roofe my dimpled hand^ 
Now all my dimples flight i 
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xn. 

Why did yoQ promife roe a fnoodt 

To bind my looks fae brown ? 
Why did you me fine garters height, 

Yet let my hofc fa' down ? 

XIII. . 

O faithlefs Watty^ think how aft 

X ment your ^rks and hofe ; 
For you how roony bannocks ftowOf ^ \'^ 

How.mony cogues of brofe. ^ 

XIV. •^'■■' 

Sut hark ! —the kail bell rings, and X 

Maun gae link afiP the pot ; 
Come fee; ye haiht how fair I fweatf 
To ftegh your guts, ye fot. 
XV. 
ITie grace was faid, the mafter ferv'df 

Fat Madge returned again, 
Blyth Watty rzxie and rajc^d himfelJt 
And fidg'd he wasXae fkin. 
XVI. 
He hyM him to the favoury 1)ench^ 

Where a warm baggies ilood, 
And gart his gooly through the bag 
Let out it's fat hes^rt'^ blood. 
XVII. 
And thrice he cry'd. Come eat, dear Madge^ 

Of this delicious fare ; 
Syne claw'd it aff moft cleverly. 
Till he could eat nae mair. 

■ — ' ' ' / ' ' 

C E L I A in a Jeflaminc Bowen 

WH E N the bright God of day 
Diove weftward his ray. 
And fhe evening was charming and cleaCt 
The fwallows amain 
Nimbly (kim o'er the plain, 
And our ihadu ws Uke giants appear* 
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If. 

In a jefTaiDiiie bower* 

When the bean mas in Sower, 
And Zephyrs breathM odours around» 

LotM Celia ihe Tat 

With her fon^ and fpinet. 
And (he charxn'd all the grove ^ith her found* 

lU. 

Hoff bowers (he fung-, 

Wlitlft the harmonf mn^, 
Aii4ifhe birds they all f]att*nog arrtvCf 

The induftrious bees. 

From the flowers and trees, 
<^ntl7 httxn with their fweets to their faiy«« 

IV. 

The gay god of love. 

As he flew o*cr the gFOvc, 
By Zephyrs conduced along ; 

As he touchM on the ftrin^s. 

He beat time with his wiDgs» 
And echo repeated the fong 

V. 

O ye mortals ! bci^'are 

How ye venture too near. 
Love doubly is armed to wound ; 

Your fate you can't ihnn, 

For you're furcly undone, 
If you raftily approach near the found. 

Were not my Heart Tight ^ I wad die. 

I. 

THERE was anes a May^ and (he loo'd ua men. 
She big^it her bonny bower down in yon glen, 
But now fhe cries dool ! and a well aday ! 
Come down the green gate, and come here away. 
Jtul M1U Jtt cries dool! &c. 
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11. 

When bonny young Johmy came o'er the fea, 
He faid he faw naithiBg fae lovely as me ; 
He height me baith rings and mony braw things \ 
And were na my heart light, I wad die. 
He height^ &c. 

in. 

He had a wee titty that loo'd na me, 
Bccaufe I was twice as bonny as flie ; 
She raisM fuch a pother 'twizt him and h:s mother^ 
That were na my heart light, I wad die. ^^ 

She rxiu^d^ &c. 

IV. 

The day it was fet, and the bridal to be* 
The wife took a dwam, and lay down to die % 
She main'd and ihe grain'd out of dolour and paitif 
Till he vow'd he never wad fee me again. 
She main^df &c. 

V. 

His kin was for ane of a higher degree, 
Said, What had he to do with the like of me^ 
Albeit I was bonny I was na for Johnny s 
And were na my heart light, I wad die. 
Meit I ivas, &c. 

VI. 

They faid, I had neither cow nor caV, , 
Nor dribles of drink rins through the draff. 
Nor pickles of meal rins through the mill eye; 
And were na my heart light, I wad die. 
Nor pickles <?/; &c. 

VII. 

His titty (he was baith wylic and flee, 
She fpy*d me as I came o'er the lee : 
And then (he ran in and made a loud din ; 
Believe your ain een, an ye trow na me. 
And then Jhe^ &c. 

VIII. 

His bonnet flood ay fou round on his brow, 
His auld ane looks ay as well as fome's new : 

Vol. U. L 
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• But now he Icts't wear ony gate it will king. 
And caft himfelf dovie upon the corn-bing. 
JSu/ miii bcy &c. 

IX. 
And now he gaes drooping about the dykes^ 
And a' he dowdo is to hund the tykes : 
The livc-lang night he ne'er fteeks his eyei 
And were na my heart lighti I Wad die. 
' The live hnp^ &c. 

Ukre I young for thee, as I hae been, 
We fhouM hae been galloping down on yon greeOi 
And linking it on the lily white lee ; 
And wow gin I were .but young for ihcc. 
jind Ihiking^&iC. 

Kind R Q B I N lo'es me* 

WHILST I alone your foul pofTeft, 
And none more lov'd your bofom preftj 
Ye gods, what king like me was bleft. 
When kind Jeany^ lo'edrme ! 
Hey ho Jeanyy quoth he, 
Kind Robin lo'es thee. 

J E A u V. 
Whilft you ador'd no othcrfair, 
Nor Kate with me your heart did iliare, 
What queen with Jeany cou'd compare. 
When kind Robin lo'ed me ! 
Hey ho Robin, (re. 

Robin. 
Katy now commands my heart, 
Kate who fmgs with fo much art, 
Whofe life to fave with mine I'd part ; 
For kind Katy loves me. 
Heybo\t2xq^^Q. 
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J E A N Y. 

Paty now delights mine eyes, 
He with equal ardour dies, 
Whofe life to fave I'd per iih twice ; 
For kind Paty lo'es mc. 
Hey ho Robin, ^c. 

R o B r N'. 
What if I Kate for thee difdainj 
And former love return again; 
To link us in the ftrongeft chain ; 

For kind Robin la^es thee* * 
Hey ho Jesaiyy &c. 

J^E A N V*-~ 

Tho' Paty^s kind, as kind can be, - 
And thou more ftormy than the fea, » 
I'd chufc to live and die with thee, 
if kind RoHn lo'es me. 
Hey ho Robin, ^c* 

Q iityhieavy heart ! 

Tunc, The Broom ^Cowdcnknows. 
I. 

OMy hearty my heavy, heavy heart, 
dwells as 'twou'd burft in twain \ 
No tongue can c*er defcribe its fmart; 
Nor I conceal its pain. -■ 

ir. 

Blow on ye winds, defcend, foft rains> 

To footh my tender grieiP: 
' Your folenin mulic lulls laj pain, • 

And yield's me ihort relief. • 
my hearty &c, 

III. 
In fome lone corner would I fit. 

Retired from human kind ; 
Since mirth, nor (how, nor fparkling wit, 

Can eafe my anxious mind. 
my, hearty &c. 

La 
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IV. 

The fun which makes all nature gaj^ 

Torments my weary eyes, 
And in dark (hades I pafs the day. 

Where echo fleeping lies. 
my hearty &c. 

V. 
The fparkling ftars which gayly fhine>. 

And glittering deck the night. 
Arc all fuch cruel foes of minei 

I iicken at their fight. 
vjy hearty &c. 

VI. 
Tlie gods themfelves their creatures love^ 

Who do their aid implore ; 
O learn of them, and blefs the nymph 

Who only you adore. 
wy hearty &c. 

VIT. 
The ftrongefl: paflion of the mind. 

The grcated blifs we know, 
Arifes from fuccefsful love. 

If not the greateft woe. 
O wy hearty 3cc. 

IkllafpeUing. 
I 

AL L you that would refine your blood. 
As pure as fam'd Lenuellingy 
By water clear, come every year, 

And drink at BsllafpelUng* 
Tho' pox or itch your ikin enrich 

With rubies pad the telling, 
'Twill clear your fkin, e*er you have been 
A month at Bellaffelling. 

Tho* ladies cheeks be green as leeks, ^ 
When they come from their dwelling,.. 

The kindling rofe within them blows- 
While (he's at Bella/ftUitig, 
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The futty brown juft come from towD| 

Grows here a$ frefh as Helen ; 
Then back fhe goes to kill the beaux 

By dint oi BellaffelHng. 

m. 

Our ladies are as frefh and fair 

As Rofs or bright DmkeUing^ 
And Mars might make a fair miflakc; 

Were he at Bellafpelling. 
We muft.fubmit as they tnink fit, 

And there is no rebelling ; 
The rcafon^s plain, the ladies reign 

.Our queens at Bellafpelling. 
IV. 
By matchlefs chvfAo* «aa •«»^^.^-|j ^««Me:- 

They have the way otquelling 
Such defperate foes, as dare oppofe 

Their power at Bellafpelling* 
Cold water turns to fire, and bums, 

I know't becaufe I fell in 
The happy ftream where a fair dame 

Did bathe at Bellafpelling. ■ 

Fine beaux advance, equipt for dance. 

And bring their /inne and Nell in 
With fo much grace, I'm fure no place 

Can vie with Bellafpelling. 
No politics, or fubtile tricks. 

No man his country felling ; 
We eat and drink and never uiink, *« 

Like rogues at Bellafpelling. 
VI. 
The painM in mind, the puff'd with wind|^ 

They all come here pell-mell in. 
And they are fure to find a cure 

By drinking Bellafpelling, \ 

Tho' dropfy fill you to the gill, . T^ 

Prom chin to toe high fwcUtng, 
Pour in, pour out, you need not doubt . 

A cure at Bellafpelling. 

L 3; 
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VII. 

Death throws no darts m thcfe good parts^ 

No fextons hcrear* knelling : 
Come judge and try, you'll never die 

While you are at BeihfpeUmg. 
Except you fill darts tipM with fteel. 

Which here are very belle in, 
When from their eyes fwcct ruin flies, , 

You die at Bella fpdltng. 

vin. 

Good chear, good air, much joy, no care, , 
Your fight, youp tafte and fimclling, 

Your cars, your touchy tranfported muclv - 
Each day at Bellafpelling. 

Y^\^\, \^ ^1.:^ I 1 II II oil iiLL.p funiidy . 

No noify dogs are yelling. 
Except you wake for Celiacs fake 
AU night at BellafpeUtng. 

Here all you fee, both he and (he, , 

No lady keeps her cell in. 
But aU partake the mirth. we make. 

Who live at Bellafpellingi 
My rhyme is gone,- 1 think I've done,, 

Unlefs I fhou'd bring hell in ; 
Bjit fince we're here to heaven fonear, 

I can't at BellafpeUing. ^ 

The wandering Beauty.. 

TH Effaces and the-wand'ring loves. 
Are fled to diftant plains, 
To chace the fawns, or in the. groves 

To wound admiring fwains : 
With their bright M^lrefs there they ftray. 

Who turns their carelefs eyes 
From daily viflojies ; yet caeh day 
Behold new triumphs in her way. 
And conquers as fhe flies, 
^ Jiiid conquen i &£• 
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II. 

Biit fee I impjor'd hj movmg.praycra , 

To change the lover's pain.; 
/^tfw/ her harnefs'd doves prepares. 

And brings the Fair again* 
Proud mortak who this MaU purfue. 

Think you fhe'U e'er refign ? 
Ceafe, fools, your wifhes to renew, 

'Till fhe grows. flefh and blood like you. 

Or you like .her divine, , 

Oryott^ &c. 

ne Sweet. "Temptation. 
1/ 

SA W yc the nymph whom I adore ? 
• Saw ye the goddefs of my heart ? 
And can you bid me love no more ? 
And caa you think I feel no {mart ! .: 

11. 

So many charms around her fhine, * 

Who can the fweet temptation fly ? 
Spite of her fcorn, (he's fo divine,^ 

That I muft love her, though I die.. 

BgNNT RaRBARA AjLLANr 

IT was in and about Uti^^ Martinmas time. 
When the green leaves were a failing. 
That Sir John Grame in the Weft country - 
Fell in love with Barbara Allam 
II. 
He feht his man down through the town. 
To the place where (he was dwelling, . 
O hafte and come to my mafter dear, , 
Gin ye be Barbara Allan. 
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ill. 
O hodjf hooly rofe flte up. 

To the place where he was lying. 
And when fhe drew the cnrtain by. 

Young man 1 think, you're dying. > 

IV. 

O Its Tin fick, and very very fick,^ . 

And *us a* for Barbara Allan. 
O the better forme ye's never be,^ 

Though your heart's blood were a fpilEng. * 

^ O dinna ye mind, young man, faid flie. 
When ye was in the tavern a drinkingj 

Ana ilighced Barbara jfllan* 

VI. 

He tum'd his face unto the wall, 
And death was with him dealing y 

Adieu, adieu, my dear friends all. 
And be kind to Barbara Allan. 

VII. 

And flowly, flowly raife (he up. 

And flowly, flowly left him ; 
And fighing, faid, flie could not flay. 

Since death of life had reft him* 

♦ VIII. 

She had not gane a mile but twa. 

When file heard the dead bell ringing. 
And every jow that the dead- bell gied. 

It cry'd. Woe to Barbara Allan* 

IX. 

O mother, mother, make my bed, 

O make it foft and narrow. 
Since my love dy'd for me to-day, 

I'll die for him to-morrow. 
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The Toper's Petition. 
I. 

O Grant me, kind Bacchus^ 
The god of the vine. 
Not a pipe nor a tun, 

But an ocean of wine, 
With a fiiip that's well manned 

With fuch rare- hearted fellawSt- 
Who ne'er left the tavern 

For a portcrly ale-houfe. 

If. 

Let the (hip fpring a leak,^ 

To let in the tipple. 
Without pump or long-boat^ 

To fave (hip or people : 
So that each jolly lad 

May always be bound». 
Or to drink, or to drink, 

Or to drink, or be drown*<J* 
III. 
When death does prevailf. 

It is my defign 
To be nobly entomb'd. 

In a wave of go©d wine.i: 
So that living or dead. 

Both body ands fpirit, 
May float round the world' 

In an ocean of claret.. 

The^ Relief by the Bowl. 

SINCE drinking has power to bring us relief. 
Come fill up the bowl, and the pox oaall grief: 
If we find that won't do, we'll have fuch another \ 
And fo we'll proceed from one bowl to another \ 
Till, like fons oiApclh^ we'll make our wit foar. 
Or in homage to Bacchus fall dowa oa tkc fi.QQ3i<. ^ 
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j^pollo and Bacchus were both merry fouls, 
Each of them delighted tp tofs off their bowls ; 
Then let us, to ihew ourlelves mortals of merits 
Be toafting thefe god$ in a bowl of good claret^ 
And then we fhall each be deferving of praife : 
But the man that drinks moft (hall gooff with the bays* 

On Masonry. 
I. 

BY Mafor^f art, the ai|>irinfi; dome^ 
In various columns (hall arife ; 
All climates are their native home. 

Their godlike actions reach the (kies. 
Heroes and Kings revere their name. 
And Poets ^ug their deathlefs fame. 

II. 

Great, genVous, noble, wife and braver 

Are titles they moft juftly claim ; 
Their deeds (hall live beyond the grave, 

Which babes unborn (halt loud proclaim ; 
Time (hall their glorious a<firs enroll, 
Whilft love and friend(hip charm the foul. 

The Coquet. 
I. 

FROM Whjte'szndLUrUPst 
To puriing rills, 
The love-fick Strephon flics ; 
There full of woe, 
His numbers flow. 
And all in rhime he dies*. 

IL 

The fair coquet, 
With feignM regret, 
irites bim back to town \.^ 



l£' 
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But when in tears 

Thft lad appears. 
She meets him with a frowiu 
lU. 

Full of the maid 

This prank had play'd, 
^Till angry Strephon fwore. 

And what is firange. 

Though loth to change, 
Would never fee her more. 

Gently Touchy &c. 

I. 

GENT L Y touch the warbling lyre, 
Chloe fcems -inclin'd to reft. 
Fill her foul with fond defure, 

Softefl notes will foothe her breaftt 
Pleafing dreams aflift in love> 
Let them all propitious prove. 

IL 

On the mefly bank (he lies, 

(Nature's verdant velvet bed} 
Beauteous Howtrs meet her eyes, 

Forming pillows for her head. 
Zephyrs waft their odours round. 
And indulging whifpers found. 

IMITATED- 
I. 

GENTLY ftir and blow the fire. 
Lay the mutton down to roaft : 
Get me, quick, *tis my defire. 
In the dreeping pan a toaft. 
That my hunger may remove j 
Mutton is the meat I love. 
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IL 

On the dreffer fee it lies : 

Oh the charming white and red I 
Finer meat near met my eyes. 

On the fweeteft grafs it fed : 
Swiftly make the jack go round. 
Let me have it nicely brown' d. 

111. 
On the table fpread the cloth» 

Let the knives be (harp and clean I 
Pickles get of every fort, 

And a fallad crifp and green : 
Then with fmall beer and fparkling wine, 
O ye gods 1 how I (hall dine. 

The Happy Beggar* 

^een of the Beggars. 

HO W blcft are beggar- lafles. 
Who never toil fur treafure ! 
Who know no care, but how to (hare 

Each day fucceffive pleafure. 
Drink away, let*s be gay, 

Beggars ftill with blifs abound, 
Mirth and joy ne'er can cloy, 

Whilft the fparkfing glafs goes round. 

* 

Firft Woman. 
A fig for gaudy fafliions. 

No want of clothes oppreffes ; 
We live at eafe with rags and fleas^ 

We value not our dreffes. 
Drink aivay, &c. 

Second Wotnan. 
We fcorn all ladies waflics. 

With which they fpoil each feature. 
No patch nor paint our beauties want. 

We live in fimple nature. 
JDriftk anoay^ &c. 



SONGS. 34g 

Third Woman, 
No cholic, fpleen, or vapours, 

At morn, or evening teafe us ; 
We drink no tea, or ratafia ; 

When Tick, a dram can eafe us. 
Drink a^Mjay^ &c. 

Fourth Woman. 
That ladies aft in private, 

By nature's foft compliance ; 
We think no crime, when in our prime, 

To kifs without a licence. 
Drink a*wayy &c. 

Fifth Woman* 
We know no (hame or fcandal, 

The beggars law befriends us ; 
We all agree in liberty. 

And poverty defends us. 
Drink aiuay^ &c. 

Sixth Woman, 
Like jolly beggar wenches. 

Thus, thus we drown all forrow; 
We live to day, and ne'er delay 

Our pleafure till to morrow. 
Drink aiuayy &c. 

Lucy and Colin. 
I. 

OF Lieflcr, fam'd for maidens fair. 
Bright Lucy was the grace ; 
Nor e'er did Liffy's limpid ftream 

Refleft fo fweet a face : 
'Till lucklcfs love and pining care 

Impair*d her rofy hue, 
Her coral lips and damaik checkS| 
And eyes of gloiTy blue. 
Vol. II. M 
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IL 

Oh \ have you (cen a lily pale, 
When beating rains defcend ? 
So droop'd the flow cor.fuiriing maid# 

Her life was near an end. 
By Lucy wam'd, of flatt'ring fwains 

Take heed, ye eafy fair, 
f Of vengeance due to broken a»ows. 
Ye perjur'd fwains, beware. 

III. 

Three times, all in the dead of night, 

A bell was heard to ring ; 
And (hrieking at her window thrice, 

The raven flap'd his wing : 
Too well the love-lorn maiden knew 

The folcmn boding found, 
And thus in dyhig words befpoke. 

The virgins weeping round : 

IV. 
** I hear a voice you cannot hear, 

•* Which fays 1 muft not ftay ; ' 
" I fee a hand you cannot fee, 

•* Which beckons me away. 
** By a falfe heart and broken vows, 

** In early youth I die ; 
•* Was I to blame, becaufe his bride 

'* Was thrice as rich as I ? 

V. 

" Ah Colin ! give not her thy vows, 

** Vows due to me alone ; 
** Nor thou, fond maid, receive his ki{s^ 

" Nor think him all thy own. 
** To-morrow in the church to wed, 

*• Impatient both prepare : 
** Bat know, fond maid, and know, falfe man, 

• • That Lucy will be there. 
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VI. 

<• Then bear my corfc, my comrades deary - 

♦« This bridegroom blyth to meet ; 
«« He in his wedding trim fo gay, 

" I in my winding (heet." 
She fpoke, ihe dy'd : her corfe was bom, 

The bridegroom blithe to meet ; 
He in his wedding-trim fo gay, 

She in her winding- (heet. 

vir. 

Then what were perjur'd Colin* s thoughts 4 

How were thefe nuptials kept ! 
The bride's men flock'd round Lucy dcad> 

And all the village wept. 
Confufion, (hame, remorfe, dcfpair. 

At once his bofbm fwell ; 
The damps of death bedew'd his brow, , 

He fhook, he groan'd, he fell. 

VIII, 

From the vain bride (ah bride no more IjH 

The varying crimfon fled, 
When ftretch'd before her rival's corfe, , 

She faw her hufband dead. 
Then to his Luc/s new made grave, 

. Convey'd by trembling fwains, 
One mold with her, beneath one fod, . 

For ever now remains. 

IX. 

Oft at his grave, the conftant hind. 

And plighted maids are feen. 
With garlands gay and true love Ipnots s 

They deck Uie Oicred green. 
But fwain forfwom, whoe'er thou art; , 

This hallow'd fpot forbear ; 
Remember Colin^s dreadful fate. 

And fear to meet him here. 
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Derm£T*s Cronochs. 

L 

ON E Sunday after mafs, 
Dermei and his laik 
To the Green<wood did pais. 
All alone, all alpne. 
All alonc; all alone> all alone. 

IL 

He afk'd for a pogue. 
And (he call'd him a rogue. 
And ftruck him with her brogue^ 
Ahonl ahoa! ahon! 

IIL 

Said he, my dear fhoy» 
Why will you prove coy ? 
Let us play, let us toy. 

All alone, all alone, 
All alone^ all alone, all alone* 

IV. 

If I were fo mild. 
You are fo very wild. 
You would get me a fhild. 
Ahon! ahonl ahonJ 

V. 

He bribed her with fruitSi 
And he brib'd her with nuts, 
*rill a thorn prick'd her foots. 

Haloo ! haloo ! haloo ! haloo ! 

VI. 

Shall I pull it out ! 
You will hurt me I doubt, 
And make me to fhout. 
Haloo \ haloo ! haloo I 
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A Review of St. Paul's Churchy ^ 

Co VENT Garden. 
I. 

HAVING fpent all my time 
Upon women and wme, 
I went to the church out of fpite ; . 
But what the prleft faid 
Is qaite out of my head, 
I rcfolv'd not to edify by't. 

II. . 
All the w©men I view'd, , 
Both religious and lewd, *. 
From the fable top- knot lo the fcarlets ; 
An even wag^r I*d lay, , 
That at a foul play,^ 
The hoafe ne'er fwarm'd fo with harlotg# :. 
IlL 
Madam lovely I faw 
With her daughters- in law. 
Who fhe offers to fale ev'ry Sunday; . 
In the midft of her prayers 
She negociates affairs, . 
And ligns affignations for iWl?«^^. . 
IV. 
Next a baron knight's daughter, ;^ 
Whofe own mother taught her. 
By precept and pi*a^ical notions, 
To wear gaudy clothes, i. 
And ogle the beaux, ^ 
Was at church, to fhew figns of devotion* •. . 
V. 
Nett, a lady of fame. 
Who we (hall not name, 
She'll give you no trouble in teaching ; / 
She has a very fine book. 
But ne'er on it does look. 
And regards, neither praying &orpreacfaifl||^';^. 
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VI. 

Madam fahr there fhe fits^ 

i^lmoft out of her wits, 
Setwizt vice and devotioa debating ; 

She's as vicious as fair, 

And has no bufinefs there, 
To hear mafter Tickle-text prating. 
VII. 

From the comer of the fquare 

Conies a hopeful young pair, ..\ I 

As religious as they fee occafion ; 

But if patches or paint 

Be true (igns of a faint. 
We've no re<tibh to fear their damnatioxu 
VIIL 

When thus he had done, 

He blcll every one, 
With his benedkilion thrpeoplei 

So I run to the Cronun^ . 

Left the church fhou'd fall down, 
And beat out my^brains with the fteepte. 

S u s A n's Complaint and Remedy. 
I. 

AS down in the meadows I chanced to paif« 
Oh ! there I beheld a young beautiful lafi , 
Her age, I am fure, it was fcarccjy fifteen, . 
And (he on her head wore a garland of green ; 
Her lips were like rubies ; and as for her eyes 
They fparkled like diamonds, or ftars in the ikieSi 
And as for her voice it was charming and clear* - 
And fhe fiing; a fong for the lofs o£ her.dear. 

II* 
Wliy does my love Willy prove falfe and unkindi 
Ah ! why doe5 he change like the wavering windi, * 
I' rem one that is loyal in ey'ry degree ? 
Ah ! why do^s lie cbaTk^^txa^SLOther firom zne I 
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Or does he take plf afure to torture me fo ? 
Or does he delight in my fad overthrow ? 
Sufannavf'iXidXv^ys prove true to her truft, 
^Th pity lov'd IVil^ fhou'd prove fo UDJu(t 

' m. 

In the meadows as we were a maklng^of hay* 
There did we pafs the foft minutes away ; 
Then was I kifs'd iand fet down on his knee, . 
No man in the world was fo loving as he. 
And as we went forth to harrow and plougbi . 
I milk'd him fweet (illabubs under my cow : 
O then I was kifs'd as I fat on his knee! 
No man in the world was fo loving as he... 
IV. 

But now he has left me, and Fanny Xht fair 
Employs air his wilhes, his thoughts and his care; 
He kiffes her lip as fhe fits on his knee, 
And fays all the fweet things he once faid to me : 
But if (he believe him, the falfe-hcarted fwain 
Will leave her, and then fhe with me may compUou 
For nought is more certain, believe filly Sue, 
Who once has been faithlefs can never be true. 

She finifh'd her fohg, and rofe to be gone,* 
When over the meadow came jolly young John^ . 
Who told her that fhe was the joy of his life, 
And if fheM confent he wou'd make her his wife : 
She cott!d not refufe him-, fo to church they went ; 
Young U^iiys forgot, and young Sufan^s content. 
Mod men are like IViily, moft women like Sue: 
}f. men will be falfe, why ihoiiM w(Mnen be truei 

The Cobler. 

ACoblcr there was. and he livM in a ftall, ' 
Which ferv'dbim for parlour,for kitchen andhiaU> 
Ko coin in his pocketi nor care in his pate, 
No ambition had he, nor ae duhs at his gate, 
Derry down, dowordowo, deny dovm^- 
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n. 

Contented he work'd, and he thought hunfelf h^tpjr 
If at night he cou'd purchafe a cup of brown nappj} 
He'd laugh then and whiftle, and fing coo mod fweeti 
Sajing, jufl to a hair Pre made both ends meet. 

III. 

But love the difturber of high and of low. 
That (hoots at the peafant as well as the beau, - 
He (hot the poor cobler quite thor' the heart, ^ 
I wiih k had hit fome more ignoble part. 
Dsrry dovjn^ &c. 

IV./ 
It was from a cellar this archer did play. 
Where a buxom young damfel continually lay ; 
Her eyes (hone fo bright when (he rofe every day. 
That (he fhot the poor cobler (braight over the. way. 
Derry donuut 8cCk 

V. 
He fung her love fongs as he fat at his work. 
But fhe was as hard as a yeiu or a Turk : 
Whenever he fpoke,(he wou'd flounce, and wou'd tear. 
Which put the poor cobler quite into defpair. 
Derry dcwfit &c* 

VL 
He took up his awl, that he had in the world, . 
And to make away with himfelf was refolv'd. 
He pierc'd thro* his body inftead of the folc : 
So the cobler he dy'd, and the bell it did tolL 
Derry downy &c. 

The bonny Earl of M u r r a y« . 

I. ^' 

YY Highlands and ye Lawlands, 
Oh! where have you been ? 
They have flain the Earl of Murray f 
And they laid him on the grcea 5 
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11. 

Now wae be to thee, Huntly^ 

And wherefore did you fae I 
I bade you bring him wi* you. 

But forbade you him to flay. 
I bade^ &c. v 

III. 
lie was a braw gallant. 

And he rid at the ring ; 
And the bonny Earl of Murray^ 

Oh ! he might have been a King. 
And the ^ &c. 

IV. 
He was a braw gallant, 

And he playM at the ba' : 
And the bonny Earl of Murray 

Was the flower amang them a\ 
/indthCf &c. 

V. 
He was a braw gallant. 

And he play'd at the glove : 
And the bonny Earl of Murray^ 

Oh ! he was the queeo's love. 
Jindthe^ &c. 

VI. 
Oh ! lang will his lady 

Look o'er the caflle Donon^ 
E'er (he fee the Earl of Murray 

Come founding through the town. 
Eerjhe, &c. 

Ife^er I do welly *tis a Wonder. 

I. 

WH E N I was a young lad| 
My fortune was bad ; 
If e'er I do wcU 'tis a wonder ; . 
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I fi>ent all mj means 

On whoresy bawds and queans : 
Then I got a comtniSion to plunder. 

Fall aii dc rail, ^Q. 

11. 

The hat I have on. 

So greafy is grown, 
Remarkable 'tis for its fliining : 

'Tisftitch'd all about, 

Without button or loop, 
And never a bit of a lining* 

FallaUdcrallt^Q. 

The coat I have on. 

So thread- bare is grown. 
So out at the arm- pits and elbp>p% 

That I look as abfMr4 

As a failor on board, • 
That has ly'n fifteen months in the bilbos/ 

Fall all dff rail, Blq. 

My (hirt it is tor(L 

Both behind and befpr^^ 
The colour is much like a cinder ; 

'Tis fo thin and fo fine. 

That it is my defign 
To prefent it to the mufes for ttftdec* 

Fallallde rail, &c. 

V. 

My blue fuftain breeches 

Are wore to the ditches, 
My legs you may fee what's between them:.. 

My pockets all four, 

I'm the fon of a whore. 
If there's ever one farthing within them. 

Fall all de rail, Slc. 

VL 

I've (lockings 'tis true, 

But the devil a (hoe, 
I'm obligM to vftw boQ^&vcw^ -weather; \ 
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Be danm'd the boot fole, 

Curfe on the fpur-rdll, 
Confounded be the upper leather. 

Fall all de rail, ^c. 

VIL 

Had you then but feen 

The fad plight I was in» 
Ye'd not feen fuch a poet amongft twciitjr ; 

I have nothing that's full. 

But my ihirt and my fkull, 
For my pockets and belly were empty. 

Fall all de rally &ic. 

The Tumbler's RdriU 

L 

COME carls a% of fumblers ha% 
And I will tell you of our fate. 
Since we have married wives that's braw^ 
And canna pleafe them when 'tis late : 
A pint we'll take, our hearts to chear ; 

What fauts we have our wives can tell?^ 
Gar bring us in baith ale and beer, 
llie auldeft bairn we hae's our felL 
II. 
Chrift'ning of weans we are rid of. 
The parifh prieft 'tis he can tell. 
We aw him nought but a grey groat. 

The off'ring for the hou{e we dvrell. 
Our bairns' tocher is a' paid. 

We're mafters of the gear our fell ; 
Let either well or wae betide, 

Here's a health to a' the wives that's fgU. 
III. 
Our nlbour's auld fon and the lafs. 

Into the barn amang the ftrae. 
He grips her in the dark beguefs, 
^d afier tbat com^s inti^dt vi^t* 
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Repentance ay comes aftcrhin% 

It coft the carl baiih corn and hay; 
We"rc quat of that with little din, 

Sic croffcs haunt ne'er yoii tor I. 
. IV. 
Now merry, merry« may we be, 

When we think on our nibour fioHef. '^ ' 
The way the carl does;, we fee, -^ 

Wi' his auld fon and hk daughter Maggj^ ; - 
Boots he maun hae, piftols, why not ? 

The hufly maun hae corkit Ihoon : ^^ ^ 

We arc not fae ; gar fill the pot, '^ ^ 

We'll drbk to sl' the hours at e'en. 
V. 
Here's a health to ydn Mackay w^*ll drink^ 

To Httghie^ Andrtnu^ Rab and Tarn .• . 
We'll fit and drink, we'll nod and wink, ^. 

It is o'er foon for us to gang, ' 

Foul fa the cock, he's fpilt the play. 

And I do trow he's but a fool, \ 
We'll fit a while, 'tis lang to day. 

For a* they rave at fooL , . 
VL 
Since we have met, we'll merry be, 

The foremoft hame fliall bear the xhell^ 
I'll fet me down, left I be fee, 

For fear that I fhould beai't my fell. 
And I, quoth Rob^ and down fat he. 

The gear (hall never me out ride. 
But we'll take a fowp of the barley-brce. 

And drink to our yell fire- fide. 

The Matron^s Wijh. 

I. 

WHEN my locks are grown hoarjr. 
And my vifage looks pnlc ; 
When my forehead has wrinkles. 
And my eye- fi^Va Ao^s t^^ \ 
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Let my words and tnj adliont 

Be free from all harm, 
And may I haTe my old hoftanl 

To keep my back warm. 

CHORUS. 

T^ pkafuret 9f youth 
Arejiomert hut ofUitif | 

Our iifis hut a vapour^ 
Our hod/ihutcfaji 

Oletmelive^lit 
TM Hive hut a ity. 

11. 

With a fermon on Sunday^ 

And a bible of good print % 
With a pot on the fire. 

And good viands in't % 
With ale, beer and brandy^ 

Both winter 2nd fummer. 
To drink to my goflip, 

And be pledg'd by my cnnmaef. 
Thefieafuret oj] &c. 

III. 

With pigs and with poultry, 
And tome money in ftore^ 
To pnrchafe the needful. 

And to give to the poor : 
With a bottle of Canary 

To fip without fin, 
And to comfort my daughter 
^ Whene'er (he lies in. 

7he pUafurcs ef, 5cc. 

iv. 

With a bed foft and eafy 

To reft on at night. 
With a maid in the morning 

To rife with the light. 

Vol. U. K 
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To do bcr wonk ncatlf. 
And obey my defire, 
To make the houfe dean. 
And blow up the fire. 

Tife fUafurej ofl Sec* 
V. 
With health and content. 
And a good eafy chair j 
IVith a thick hood arid mantle. 

When I ride on my mare. 
Let me dwell near my cup*board, 

And far from my foes, 
With a pair of glafs eyes 
To clap on my nofe. 

The flea/ures of, &c. 
VI. 
And when I am dead, 

With a figh let them fay. 
Our honeft old cummer's 
Now laid in the clay : 
When young, flic was chearful, 

No fcold, nor no whore ; 
She afllfted her neighbours. 
And gave to the poor. 

T/h)* the flofiijer of her youth 

In her age did decay ^ 
Tho* her life like a vapour 

Evan'tfh^d a^vjay^ 
She liv*d *well and happy 
Unto her lajl day* 

Thefrse Mafons Song^ 

I. 

COME let us prepare, 
We Brothers that are 
AfTcmbled, on merry occafion : 
Let's drink, laugh and fing, 
Our wine has a fprin^ ; 
iHere's a hcallh. lo axv ^ooeigted mafoia. 
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IL 

The world is in pain 

Oar fecret to gain, 
And ftill let them wonder and gaze on : 

They ne*er can divine 

The word, or the fign, 
Of a free and an accepted mafon. 

HI. 
'Tis this and 'tis that. 

They cannot tell what, , 
Why fo many great men of the nation 

Should aprons put on, . 

To make tbemfelvcs one, 
With a free and an accepted maTon. 
IV. 

Great kings, dukes and lords, 

Have laid by their fwords. 
Our myft'ry to put a good grace on, - 

And ne*er been alham'd 

To hear themfelves nam'd . 
With a free and an accepted mafoa*' 
V. 

Still firm td oar tf uft. 

In fricndftiip we're juft. 
Our anions we guide by our reafon :^ 

By obfcrving this rule, 

The pafiions move cool 
Of a free and an accepted raaion. 
VL 

All idle debate 

About church or the ftate, 
The fprings of impiety and treafon i - 

Thcferaifersof ftrifc 

Ne'er ruffle the life 
Of a free and an accepted mafon. 
VIL. 

Antiquity's pride 

We have on our fide> 
Which adds bieh renown to our ftalion: 
N a 
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There's nought but what's good 
To be underftood 
£j a free and an accepted mafoa. 

vnit 

The clergy embrace. 

And all Aaron* i racf. 
Our fquarc anions their knowledge to place on \, 

And in each degree 

They'll honoured be 
With a free and an accepted maipo* 

iX. 

We're true and fineere 

In our love to the fair* 
Who will truft US on every occafion : 

No mortal can more 

The ladies adore 
Than a free and.an aeecpted qiafini. 

Then join hand in hand* 

T' each other firm ftand, 
Let's be merry, and put a go^d f4C^ P& » 

What mortal can boaft 

So noble a toaft 
As a fi ee and an accepted miUbf) \ 

The Saihr^s Rant. 

I. 

HO W pleafgot a failor's life pafleiJt 
Who roams o'er the watery mftill t 
Mo treafare he ever amafles. 

But chearfully fpends all his gam* 
Wt're ftrangers to party aud fadtlon^ 

To honour and honcfty true 5 
And would not commit a bad aAiQO». 
For power W prpfU lA vicW- 
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C H O R U S. 

7%a ^hyjlnuld n»e quarrel for rietef^ 

Oranjffuchghtttringtoy? 
A Itpht heart and a thin pair tf breeches 

Cees thorcmt the vfor/df hrave h&j^* 
11. 
The world is a beamifuVgardetJ, ' 

Earich'd with the bleffiiigs of life. 
The toiler with plenty rewarding. 

Which plenty too pften breeds (Irlie* 
When terrible tcmpefts aflall us'. 

And mountainous Inlk^s affright ; . 
No grandeur or wealth can avaiLus^ ,1 ^ 

But fltilful induftry fteers right. 
ThennvhjficuldtAi. • •- T ' 

III; . 

The courtier's more fubjcdl to dangcrt> ^ 
. Who rules at tbfc helm of the ftatt. 
Than we, that to politics arc (Irangers 

Efcape the fnares kid fot the grei^tf^ , *► 

Th^ various blrfings of liature^ 

In various pations we try': ; 

Nc$^^ mortal than us ciah b^ greater, *> 

Who merrily live till we die. .. . » 

Then ni)hyJbouli^ij.., . . . , •» ^ 

^ ^ A Love^^ongXn the Mod^rifk Tq/h^ . , 
jBjr jpr.^ S wiin^ 

FL U T T' R r >: G fpread thy pnrplc pialiHW^ ^ ' 
. Gentle Ciipidi o^crmj heart | 
I a flare ra thy ddmiw^ias,. 

Nature muft give way to art, - ^ 

Mild y^;r<!?^/^«/, cvei^bloomrnsf,' . '* 

Nightly nodding^^'eryoiiriocks,*^ 
See my weary days' confuming ^ 

All beneath yon floiK^ry rocks. '-^ 
N 3 . 
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III. 

Thus the Cyfrian goddefs w^efiiwy 

Mourn'd Adomj^ darling jpotj^. 
Him the boar, ia fiknce crjecpmg 

Gor'd with unrek&tiag .tootii.. 
IV. 
Cynthia^ tune harmoiuouf XMsAm^ 

Fair Difcrition^&m^iht lyre, 
Soothe, rcij erer waking; nnmben^ 

Bright JfiJkfloiA.Sij <^'r.. 
V» 
Gloomy Ptut9, kmg of terFors» 

Arm^d m adamantiofe chaia^. 
Lead me to the chryftal siirrort 

Watering fc^t El^n plains. 

Monmfel cypre&j.TCPclant wiUbB^ 

.Gilding my jfureJia*jybToyr$9 
Morpheus hoy'ring o'ertBy pilloVy 
Hear roe pay my dying vow*.. 
VH. 
Melancholy, fmooth M^aivder 
Swiftly purling in a round. 
On thy margin lovers wander. 
With thy flow'ry* chapletj crbwnM» 
Vlil. 
Thus when Phiiomela drooping, 
Softly feeks her filcnt mate ;: 
See the birds of Jum ftooptng : 
Melo4y veiigns toiate* 



Silvia. ;md the . flaliu 

I Thank thee, .my friend. 
That at length ydu declare^ 
Why Sylvia^s fo coy 
As to fhun me with etm^ 
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I nms^d vrerj night. 

And rackM m/ jpo<y fbsh 
To find out the cauic 

Of a falfthood fo fouL 

U. 
But (he tells me fixe cannot 

with claret agree. 
That (he thinks of a h^&ead 

Whene'er (he fees me : ' 
ThatlfmeUlikeabeaft; 

And therefore that I 
Muft refolve to forfake her 

Or claret, good claret deny. 
III. 
Ye gods ! was e^er it kj>owQ 

That beafts imell'dofwiae I 
They brutiflily ab^pr . 

A liquor fo divine t, 
^Tis when we are ^oft beaftf, 

When like them ui. cojxuno8> 
We eagerly go a hunting 

Eor the next lewd womaxu 

Muft I leave niy dear bottle. 

That has beei?i.,em my frienijj 
Which prolongs sSlmypj^p 

To4nv grief puts a9jead I 
Which infpires me with yffit^ . 

And makes me fp^fuUimCi 
That there's none areld^e 1^3 " 

That drink the beft wine. ' 

V-. 
Bttt'S^nfe^, whoih natow 

So perfect has made. 
Has no T^Mii left for Wiibea^ 

New beauties to add. 
Mu (I I leaxre l»er ? l*m.Spf9fj^ 

It is too hard a tafk ; 
Tet Hie may go to thedenj^^. 

Brirfg SBC the odi^j||f4^ 
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Lmfci prmk ^nd DeBi. 

I. 

IHave been in love, and in debt, and m drink, 
TJiefe many and ma&y djctur ;. 
And thefe are plaguflfrenongh.l i^ou^d think 

f or/^ny poofrA^oit^^lo-bean 
'Twas love made me fall,inu> dcink*- ^ : » 
And dnnk ipfde.BiieiF^lJiintOvdebt; ; .: 
And tho' I have (Iruggled/aQd fi^ove^ . > 
I cannot g9C.out oftbem.yet.. 

.:- .^ -H- - ■ 
There's nothing biit movfij can cure me^ \ 
And rid me of all my pain : 
*Twill pay all my4«bts, . 
And remove all my let»^; . 
And my mlftrffsy^that cannot endure me, -. ' 

Will love rat*J and love me again : 
Thenithen I ihall fall tamy loving anddrtnkingagaint 

The Farmer^ s Stiiu . '"i ' 

SWEET Ntffy, my heart's delight, . 
Be loving an^. do not flight 
The proflFer I mauke^ for mbdefty's fake^ ;; 

1 honour your beauty "bright ; ^ 

For love 1 profeft, I can do no lefs, '^ ' " ' 

Thou haft my favour won : 
And fmce I fee your m'od'cftjr, 
I pray agree and fancy me, 

Tho' Vm buta fanner^sfon. 
IL ' ■ . 

No : I am a lady gay, '^ 

'Tis very well known I may 
Have men of renown in country and towa^ - • . 

^/> JRogir without delay. 
CouTt'Brhlgety or Sue, Kate^ Nanny^ orj^nu^ -. 

Their loves -vrill ibonrbt Tifoni 
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Bat doaH fe 4are to fp«ak me fair^ 
As tho* I were at inj lad pray Vf 
To. marry a farmer^ foa. 

III. 

My.father has riches in ftore. 

Two hundred a year and more» 
Befidesfiieep and cows, carts, harrows aaipIo«|^ 

His age is aboTe tbr^efcore s 
And when he gives way, then merrily I 

Shall have what he has won ; 
Both land and kinc* and all fhaU be Mmt^ 
If thou'It incline, aadwilt be niQ^ 

And marry a farmer's foiu 

IV. 

A fig for your cattle and cQim 

You're pro£fer*d love I fcpra ; 
'Tis known very well, my oame is tftS^ 

And you're but a bumkin bonh 
Well, fince it i^ fo, away I will f^pp 

And I hope no harm is done ; 
Farewell, adieu, I hope to woo 
As good as you» and win her to^^ 

l^o' I'm but a farmer's foa. 

V. 

Be not in fuch hafte, qvpth QtCp 

Perhaps we may dill a^ree : 
For, man, I proteft, I was but in jfffty \ 

Come prithee fit dpvm^ me; ^ 

For thou art the man that verily cai) 

Perform what muft be done, 
Both ftraight and tall, genteel withllf 
Therefore I (hall be at your C^Hk 

To marry a farmer's £in* 

vr. 

Dear ASi/^ b^eve xoe wkWf 
I folemnly fwear aad vow* 
No lords in their lives take victitm hAm wif^* 
Like fellows that drive tbe f4«ug|bu 
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For whatever they eain with labour and pain> 

They don't to harlots run. 
As courtiers do ; I never knew 
A London beau that cou'd outdo 

A country farmer's (on. 

The Angel Woman^ 

I. 

WH E N thy beauty appears 
With it$ graces and airi> 
All bright as an Angei 

New dropt from the (ky ; 
At a diftance I gaze. 

And am aw'd by my fears ! 
So (Irangely you dkzzle mine eye I 
- 11. 
But when without art 
Your thoughts you impart. 
When your love runs in blufhcs 
Through every vein, 
When it darts from your eyes, 
When it pants from your heart. 
Then I know you are a W(man agaia. 
III. 
There's a paflion and pride 
In our fex fhe rcply'd, 
And thus (might 1 gratify both) 

I would do, 
Still an j^ngel AppezT 

To each lover befide. 
But dill be a Woman to you. 

Roger's Co iTRTs HI p^. 
"TT OH N.G Roger came tapping 
Jl At Dolly s window. 
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He beggM for admittance, 
She anfwerM him, no ; 

Clumpaty^ Clumpaty^ Clump. 
My Dolly ^ my dear, 
Your true love is here, 

Dumpaty^ Dumpatyy Dump. 
No, no, Roger i no, 
As you came you may go, 
Sluwpaty, Slumpaty^ Slump. 

II. 

Oh what IS the rcafon. 
Dear D^lly ? he cry'd : 

Humpaty^ &c. 
That thus 1 am caft off. 
And unkindly dcny'd : 

Trumpatyy &c. 
Some rival more dear 
I guefs has been here : 

Crumpatyt &:c. 
Suppofe there's been two, Sirt 
Pray what's that to you. Sir ? 

Numfaty^ &c. 

TIL 

Oh ! then with a fad look 
His farewell he took : 

Humpaty, &c. 
And all in defpair 
He leap'd into the brook : 

Plumpatyy &c. 
His courage he cooPd, 
He found himfelf fooPd : 

Mumpaty^ &c. 
He fwam to the flicre. 
And faw Dolly no more : 

Rumpatyy &c. 

W. 

Oh ! then flie recalled. 
And recaird him again:: • 
Huvipaty^ &c« 



at s o n a s. 

Wbflft be l!l» a madmaa ' 
Ran orer the plain : 

SUtmfMty^ ftc. 
Oetennin'd to find 
A damfel more kind : 

WhikD^/^ afraid 
She muft die an old ftiaii: 
Mumfatjf^ dec. 



Juti^ at a Cnyf. 

I. 

AS I am a friend. 
Be willing to lead 
An ear to theie lines. 

Which in pitj I pen'd. 
ni'is a cordial advice^ 
Girls be not too nicet 
Young lovers arc no\r 
At another gate price 
Than they have beeO' 
II. 
I pray yoa refrain 
Your fcom and difdain. 
If young men you flight. 

They'll flight you again. 
They'll make you run mad. 

Sigh heavy and fad, 
Thepfe are not io many 
Young men to be had 
As there have been. 

IIL 
Perhaps you fiippofe 
Fine furbelow'd clothes 
Will fervc for a portion : 
Sut under the rofe. 
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tf truth may be fpoke, 
■•Tis biit a mere joke, ' 

For love witliout money 
Willvanithlik^-fmoke, V 

Let mc tell ye. 

The couhtry cloWti, - 

When he comes to town^ ^ ^<'- 

He vaKies not itiifs 

Witfaher^uttii^y-^olRrnj v .■.■.-.^-■■\ f 

I tell you It wont do. 

There muft be a fcAl^r ^ ; ;. 

Bright glittering guineas, 

A thonland or two, 

Or he'll leave ye. 

V. '^' 
Voung meii are grown wife^ , . 

A portion they prize, r 

They're done with the charmS . 

Of your conquering eyes. 
A portion ! they cry, 
If love you would buy j . . 

In order to purchafe, 
You then muft bid high. 
Or live finglc. 

VI. 

Once batchelors they 

Did figh, whine and pray"; 
But dill were put off 

With a fcornful d Vjy. 
Down with your duft, 
A portion there muft ; 
Poor girls wou*d be glad 
To jump at a cruft, 

Cou'd ye get It. 
Vol. IL O 
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Merry .Beggars. 

Firft Beggar, 

I Once was a poet at London^ 
1 kept my h«art dill fall of glee ; 
There's no man can fay that I'mundonCp 
For begging's bo new trade to me* 

Second beggar • 
I once was an attorney at law. 

And after a knight of the pod ; 
Give me a brtik wench and clean ftraw. 
And I value not who rules the roafi. 
7older$l, Sec. 

Third heggar. 
Make room for a foldier in bufF» 
Who valiantly ftrutted about. 
Till he fancy 'd the peace breaking o£Fi 

And then he moft wifely fold out. 
Tel deroU &c. 

Fourth beggar* 
Here comes a courtier polite. Sir, 

Who flatter'd my Lord to his face | 
Now railing is all his delight Sir, 

Becaufe he mifsM getting a place. 
Tol dsirol, &c. 

Fifth beggar, 
I ft ill am a merry gut fcraper, 

My heart never yet felt a qualm ; 
Tho' poor, I can frolic and Vapour, 

And fmg any tune but a pfalm, 
Teldcroltkc. 

Sixth bc^ar. 
I was a fanatical preacher, • 

I turn'd up my eyes when I prayed • 
But my hearers half llarvM their teacher. 

For thry belicv'd not one word that I Cud. 
Tdderoii &c. 
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Firjl beggar. 
Whoe'er wonld be merry and free 

Let him lift, and from us he may learn ; 
In palaces who (hall you fee 

Half fo happy as we in a bam \ 
Tol dcrol^ &c. 

Chorus of all 
Whoever nmuld be nterry^ &c. 

To Signora Cuzzoni. 
I. 

LITTLE Byren of the ftage. 
Charmer of an idle age. 
Empty warbler, breathing lyre, 
Wantoa gale of fond defire ; . 
IK 
Bane of every manly art, , 

Sweet enfeebler of the heart : . • 
Ohtoo pleafmgis thyftrain! ^ ^ 
Hence to foutbem climes- again/- 
III 
Tuneful mifchief, vocal fpell,% 
To this Ifland bid farewell : 
Leave us as we ought to be^ '^ 
Leave the Britons rough, and frcci ' 

HA P P I N E S S. 

Tune, To all you ladies now at hand, 

MY deareft maid, fince you defire 
To know what I would wifli, 
What ft'ore of health I would require. 

To gain true happinefs, 
This faithful inventory take 
Of all that life can eafy make. 
O 2 
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' IT. 

Here happy only are the few 
Who wifli to live at home, 
Who never do extend their view 

Beyond their fmall income ; 
An income which fliould ever l>e 
The fruit of honcft induftry. 
III. 
A foul fcrcne and free from fears^ 

With no contentions vexM, 
Nor yet with vain and anxious caret 

To be at all perplex*d. 
A body that's with health endow*d» 
An open temper, yet not rude* 

IV 
A heart that's always circumfpe^fc^ 

Unknowing; to deceive, 
Yet ever wifely can reflet, 1 

Not eafy to believe. 
As to my drefs, let it be plain* 
Yet always neat without a ftaia. 

V. 
A cleanly hearth and chearful fire 

To drive away the cold, 
A moderate glafs one would require 

When merry tales are told : 
The company of an eafy friend, 
My like in fortune and in mind* 

VI 
Some ihelfs of books of the right kind^ 

For knowledge and delight^ 
Not intricate, nor interlined 
With narrow party fpite : 
A garden fair, to paint me dear 
Nature's gradations through the ycar<.. 

VII. ;;; 

To give true rellfli to delight, ' 'S, 

A chafte and chearful wife, ^ ^ • yj 

With fweeteft hnmoi^r to unite ' ■ -V : 
Our hearts as long as life ; 
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Setmd fleep, whofe kind delufive turn 
Shall join the Evening to the mora. 

Vlli. 
So would we live agreeably 

And ever be content, 
To Providence ay thankful be 

For all thefe blcffings lent. 
O fov'reign power ! but grant me this, , 

No more Til aik, no more TU wilh. 

■ I I I I III I I ■ i ■ 1 i ■M H I" 

S M I R K Y N A N- 

AH J woes me, poor Willy cry*d, 
See how I'm wafted to a Tpan? 
My heart I loft, when ^rft I fpy'd 

The charming lovely milk mnid Nan* - 
Vm c:rown {o weak a gentle breeze 

Ofdufky Roger* i winnowing fan ''[_ 

Would blow me o*er yon beechy Xxtt^% -v* 

And all for thee my fmirky Nan. 
II 
The ale-wife miffes me of late, -, 

I us*d to take, a hearty can ; ; 
But I can neither drink nor eat, 

Unkfs 'tis brew'd and bak'd by Nan^ 
The baker makes the beft of breads, 

The flour he takes and leaves the bran ; • 
The bran is every other maid 

Compar'd with thee, my fmirky Nan» 
III. 
But Dir-k o* the green, that nafiy lown, 

Laft Sunday to my miftrefs ran* 
He fnatch'd a kifs : I knock'd him down, .. 

Which hugely pleaf' d my fmirky Nan. 
But hark ! the roaring foger comes. 

And rattles tantara tarran^ 
She leaves her cows for noify drums, 

W«cs mc I I've loft my fmirky Nan^-- 
O 3 
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Tarrv Woo., 

TARRY woo, tarry woo. 
Tarry woo is ill to fpin j , 
Car I It well, card it well,. 
Card it well ere ye begin. 
When 'tis carded, row'd, and fpnn, . 
Then the work is haflens done ; 
But when wdven, drefs'd, and clea%. 
It may be cleading for a queen, 

II 

Sing, my bonny harmlefs (heep^ . 
That reed upon the mountains ileepy . 
Bleating fweetly as you- go- w 
Thro* the winter's froft and fnpw ; . 
Hart, and hynd and fallow-deer. 
No by ha'f fo ufeful are : 
Frae kings ta him that bauds the plow, , 
Are all oblig'd to tarry woo. 

Ill 

Up, ye fliepberdj, dance and &ip,^. 
O'er the hills and valleys trip, 
Sing up the praifc of tarry woo, 
Sing the flocks that bear it too : 
HarmUfs creatures without Wame, 
That clead the back and cram the wame| 
Keeps ns warm and hearty fou 4 
Leefe me on the tarry woo. 

IV 

ITow happy is the (kepherd's life^ 
F'lr frae courts and free of ftrlfe. 
While the gin^mers bleat and.bae. 
And the lambkins anfwer mae ; 
No fuch mufic to his ear. 
Of thief or fox he has no fear f 
Sturdy kent, r.nd colly too. 
Will dcfead the tarry woo. 
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V 

He Hires eontent, and envies none ; 
Mot even a monarch on his throne. 
Tho' he the royal fceptrc fwafs, 
Has not Tweeter holidaysi 
Who'd be a king, can ohy tell, 
tVhen a (hepherd fings fae well ; . 
Sings fae well, and pays his due. 
With honcft heart and tarry woo. 

On . H E N R I E T T A • s Rccovcry* . 

Time, My deary if thou die* 

IF heaven, its bWflings to augment^ 
Call Hcnny to the Sties, 
Hence from the earth Hi ::s all content^ 

The moment th.it fhe dies : 
For in this earth their is no fair 

Can give fuch joy tom€ ; 
How great muft then be my defpair^ 

My Hennyt an thou die ? 
II 
But now pale fickncfs leaves her face. 

And now my charmer fmiles ; 
New beauty heightens ev'ry grace, . 

And all my fe.ir beguiles : 
The bounteous powers have heard the prayers 

I daily made for thee. 
Like them be kind, and eafe my cares, 

Elfelmyfelf muft die. 

Hodge of the Mill and buxom Nell. 

YOUNG Roger of the mill. 
One morning very foon^ 
Pat on his bed apparel, 
New hofe and clouted ibooa.} 
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And he a- wooing came. 

To bonny buxom ATM 
X>ear U& cries be, cou*d(k hncj mc> 

I. like thee woQd'rous well. 
II. 
Mj horfes I bare drefs'd. 

And gi*fen them corn and hay» 
Put on my beft apparel ;- 
- AndhaTing come this way, . 
Let's fit and chat a while 

With thee, my bonny A^//. 
Dear Ufs. cries he, cou'dd fancy mtp 

I'fe Itkc ihy peribn welt 
HI. 
Yonng iP<?^^r, you're miftakcn, 

The damfel then rcply'd, 
I'm not in fuch a hafte 

To be a ploughman's bride ; . 
Know I then live in hopes 

To marry a farmer's fon ; . 
If it be fo, fays /&^f, Tll^o; 

Sweet mi&efs, I have done*. 
IV. 
Your horfes youJiave drefs*d, 

Good Hodge^ I heard you fayjr . 
Put on your beft apparel ; 

And being come this way, . 
Then let us chat a while. 

no indeed^ not /, 

m neither 'tvaitj norfit^mrprAtet^ 

Pve other fjh to fry. 

V. 
Go take your farmer's fon. 

With all my honeft heart : 
What tho' my name he Roger, 

That goes at plough and cart ? 
I need not tarry long, 

1 foon may gain a wife : 

Tliere's buxom Joan, it is weU known* 
bhe loves m« as her life. 



S O N G & 3«i 

VL - 
Pray vrhat of btwora J9an f 

Can't I pleafcyou as vrellf 
For (he has ne'er a penny. 

And 1 am buxom Nell; 
And I have fifty iliillingi?. 

The money made himfmik t 
O then my dear, I'll draw a chair» 

And chat with thee a while. 
VIL 
Within the fpace of half an hour 

This couple a bargain ftruck. 
Hoping that with their money 

They both wou'd have good luck : 
To your fifty I've forty. 

With which a cow we'll buy ; 
We'll join our hands in wedlock bands^. 

Then who but you and I ? 

Buttery May* 

N. yonder town there wons a May,^. 



I 



Snack and perfyte as can be ony^ 
She is fae jimp, fae gamp, fae gay, 

Sae capernoytie, and fae bonny : 
She has been woo'd and loo'd by monf j 

But fhe was very ill to win ; 
She wadna hac him except he were bonny^. 

Tho' he were ne'er fae noble a kin. 
IL 
Her bonnynefs has been forefeet! 

In ilka town baith far and near. 
And when fh« kirns her minny^s kirn. 

She rubs her face till it grows clear | . 
But when her minny fhc did perceive 

Sic great inlack amang the butter. 
Shame fa' that filthy face of thine, 

Tis crift that gars your griuizic glitter* 
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Therms Dunkfofif Davyfin^ Rohie Carniefp 
The lafs Huith the petticcat dances right nvelf^ 
Sing StidruMtj Southruwy Suthrumy Stony^ 
jinye dance ony mair^ <we*Je tell tnefi Johnny % 
Sing» ire. 

The wife Penitents 

Sung by Mr. G A v. 
A P 11 N I S ftoed penfive in the fhade ; 
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With arms acrofs, and head reclia'd y 
Pale looks accus'd the cruel maid. 

And fighj reliev'd his love-fick mind ; 
His tuneful pipe all broken lay^ 
Looksy fighs and a(Etions feem'd to (ay^. 
My Ghloe is unkimi. 

II. 
Why ring the woods with warbling throats X 

Y *arks, ye linnets^ ceafe your drains ; 
I faintly hear in your foft notes 

My Chlo^s voice, that wakes my paints 
But why (hould you your fongs forbear \ 
Your mates delight your fong to hear» 
But Ojhe mine difdains* 
III. 
As thus he melancholy ftood 

Dejedled, as the lonely dove, 
Sweet found broke gently thro' the woodf.. 

1 feel a found my heart firings move v 
*Twas not the nightingale that fung ; 
No, 'tis Chlo^s fweeter tongue : 

Hark ! hark I what fays mj love \ 
iV. 
How fiinple is the nymph flie cries. 
Who trifles with her lover's pain ? 
Nature ftill fpeaks in womcns eyes, 
Our artful lips are made to feign» .. 
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Oh Daphus ! Baphnls! 'twas my pridci 
*Twas-iiot my heart thy love deny'd : 
Come back) dear youth, agaio. 

V. 

As t*othcr day my hand he fcizM, 
My blood with tricltliag motion fleWt 

Sudden 1 put on looks di^leaf'd 
And hafty from his hold withdrew : 

*Twas fear alone, thou fimple fwain ; 

Then hadfi thou prefs'd my hand agaia 
My heart had yielded too. . 

VL 
*Tis true, thy tuneful reed I blam'd. 

That fwell'd thy lip and rofy cheek 5 
Thiflk not thy ikill in fong defamed. 

Thy lip fhduld other:pleafures feek. 
Much, much thy mufk i approve. 
Yet break thy pipe, for more 1 lore 

Much more to hear thee fpeak. |^ 

vir. 

My heait forbodes that I'm betrayM ; 

Daphnisj I fear, is ever gone ! 
Laft night with Dcliah^s dog he played ; 

Love by fuch trifles firft comes on. 
Now, now, dear (hepherd come away. 
My tongue would now my heart betray. 
Ah Chios! thou art won. 

V[IT. 

The youth ftept forth with hafty pace. 
And found where widiing Chlce lay| 
. Shame fudden lightened in her face, 

Confus'd fti? knew not uhat to fay I 
At laft, in broken words (he cry'd. 
To morrow you in vain had try*d| 
But 1 am loiltoday. 
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Old DARBY. 

An advice to C H L o f • 

I. 

DEAR C*/#r, while thus bejond meafiirt 
You treat me with doahu and dildaiii) 
You rob all your youth of its pleafure* 
And hoard up an old age of pain ; 
Your maxim tbat love is dill founded 
On charms that will quickly decays 
You'll find to be verj ill grounded. 
When once jgm its dx^tes obey. 
II. 
The love that from beamy is drawn. 

By kindnefs you ought to improve ; 
Soft looks and gay (miles are the dawn 

Fruition the fun fhine of love. 
And tho* the bright beams of your eyes 

SlUuld b^ clouded that now are io gay^ 
And darknefs obfcure all the (kies. 
You ne*er can forget it was day. 
ill. 
Old Dirby, with Joan by his Mt^ 

You have often regarded with wonder. 
He's dropfical, fhe is dim-eyeM, 

Yet they're ever unealy afunder : 
Together they totter about. 

Or fit in the fun at the door ; 
And at night when old Darby's pot's outi 
His Joan will not fmoke a whi^F more. 
IV. 
No beauty nor wit they pofTefs, 

Their fcveral failings to cover 
Then, what are the charms, can you giiefff, 
Thit make ihcm fo fond of each other ? 
'Tis the pleafing remembrance of youth. 

The endearments that youth did bedoWi 
Thi thoughts of pad pleafure and truth. 
The bcft of our bUffvvv^s V^<a>w. 
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V. 

Thofe traces for ever will laft, 

No ficknefs or time can remove e 
For when youth and beauty are paft. 

And a8;e brings the winter of love, 
A frienJihip infenfibly grows. 

By reviews of fuch raptures as thefe $ 
The current of fondnefs ftill flows, 

Which decripit old age cannot freeze. 

TAe modern Marriage ^lejiion. 

I 

HA P P y the world in that bleft age, 
When beauty was not bought and fold, 
When the fair mind was uninflam'd 

With the mean third of baneful gold, 
^ IVUh the mean thirji, &c. 

II. > 

Then the kind (hepherd when he figh'd, 

The fwain, whofe dog was all his wealthy 
Was not by cruel parents forced 

To breathe the amorous vow by Health* 
To breathe^ &c. 

I"- 

Now the firft queftion fathers afk. 
When for their girls fond lovers fue. 

Is, IVhat^s the fettlement you'll fttake ? 
You* re poor ! — he flings the d^or at you* 
Tou^re pooKy &c. 

• H II , 

The Country tVake. 

I* L L fing you a ditty, and warrant it tniCi 
Give but attention unto me a while^ 
Of tranfidlons in court, and in country too^ 
Toilfome pleafure, and pleafing toil : 
Vol. IL P 
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Accept It, I pray, as your help- males you take. 
To fome 'twill give joy, 
And fome others annoy : 
All's fair at a country wake. 
AW s fair y *Jkc. 

II. 
Mnny ladies at court are ftylM nnpolite, 

Bccaufc truly virtuous and prone to no ill ; 
%Vhilft others, v.'ho fparkle in diamonds bright. 

Axe flript of their pnde at ba/Tet ox quiJidriUct 
Till ihctr loifes at play do their lords credit ihJce : 
T hen their toys to recover. 
They'll gi-ant the laft favour : 
Strange news at a country wake* 
Urange nenvs^ &c. 

III. 
. Here xnoft of our gentlemen patriots are, 

Tho' very bad ftatefmen, I freely cohfeis. 
They dcfign harm to none, but a fox or a hare. 

And are always found loyal in war and in peace. 
The farmer's induftry does earth fertile make ; 
I'he hiJbandlnan's plowing, 
His planting and fcwing, 
^G«Jts health and good chear at a country wake. 
Caj ktalth^ ice. 

IV. 
Our maids blooming fair, without wafhes or paints, 

From neighbouring villages hither refort. 
They kifs fweet as rofcs, yet virtuous as faints ; 
(Who can fay more iV)r the ladies at court :) 
Kg worldly caies vex thtm afletp or awake. 
But their time they improve 
•In pe.ice and true love. 
And innocein ir.irth at a country wake. 
A)id innoctnty &c. 

V. 
The f^ hemes of a courtier are full of intrigues : 

Here all's fair and open, dark deeds we defpife» 
Set rural contentment 'gninii courtly fatipuc 
Who chufea V\it ioiinv;i wi» La^ [jy aud wife 2 
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Now let's pray for the king, and, for Britain*! fake. 

From all fa«fkions free. 

May his fubje<5ts agree, 
As well at the court as th^ (0UA(ry li^ak^ 
Aj well, &c. 

Qatbs infajhim. 

CUSTOM prevailing fo long 'tnongft the great»' 
Makes oaths eafy» potions to fleep. on ; 
Which many (on gaining good places) repeat. 

Without e'er defigning to keep ccis. 
For an oath's feldomVept, as a virgin's fair fame» 

A lover's fond vowa, or a prelate's good napae { - 
A Uwyer to truth, or ^ ftatefman froixi blame. 
Or a patriot'*, heart in a courtier. 

The terrible Lauu.^ 
I. 

THE terribfelaw whea it faftens its pav 
On a poor man, it grips tiU he's undone ^ ; 
And what I am doing may prove to mj, ruii^ 
Tbo' rich as the lord mayor of Lmim^ 
II. \ 
Therefore I'll be wary what meflage I carry, ^ 

Unl^ we fir4^ihake'a fure ^ure bargain i . 
I will be dempnified, thorowly fatisfied. 
That ch'an (han't zoStr a varding. 

The Plaf of Love^ . 

TH E play of love is now begtm. 
And thus the a<$lions do go on ; ; 
Strephon, enaraour'd, courts the fair, 
She hears hira with a carehfs air. 
And fmiles to find him in love's fiiare* 
P 2 



^99 S O N G & 

Second A^» 
The adl tune play'd, they meet agaiOp. 

Here pity moves her for his pain, 

Which (Ke evades with fome pretence^ 

And thinks (he may with love difpenfCf 
But punts to hear a man offenfe. 

Third Aa. 

The third approach her lover makei. 
She colours up whene'er (he fpeaks ; 
But with feign'd flights (he puts him bjt 
An J faintly cries, (he can't comply, 

Altho' (he gives her heart the ly. 

Fourth An- 

Now the plot rifes, he fecms (hy, 
As if fome other fair he'd try ; 
At which (he fwells with fpleen and fear^ 
icft fome more wife his love (hou'd fhare^ 

Which yet no woman e'er can bear. 
Fifth Aa. 

The laft adt now is wrought fo high. 
That thus itcjowns the lover's joy; 
She does no more his padion (hun, 
lie ftraight into her arms does run : 

The curtain falls, the play is done. 

Fanny Fair. 

TO Fanny fair could I Impart 
The caufe of all my woe ! 
That beauty which has won my heart, * . 

' She fcarcely fecms to know: • » 

Unikill'd in the art of womankind, ' ? 

Without defign (he charms ; ,4 

How can thofe fparkling eyes be blind^. i'. 

Which every bofom warms \ *»/ 
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n. 

She knows her power is all deceit^ 

The confcious blufhes (howsy 
Thofe bhilhes to the eye more fweet - 

Than th* op'ning budding rofc^ 
Yet the delicious fragrant rofe. 

That ch.irms tlis lenfeTo much^ . 
Upon a thorny briar gr«ws, 

Aad wounds witl^ er'rj touclv i. 

III.' 

At firft when I beheld the iair, .\ 

With raptures I was blcft ; 
But as J would approach more near, -•. 

A.t once I loft my jrcft ; ' 
Th' inchanting fi^ht,'thc fweet furprlz^ ; 

Prepare mc for my doom ; 
One cruel loo]^ from thofe bright eyef . 

Will lay me in my tomb. .. • . 

Tie Bottle preferred. . 

L 

PROUD woman, I {com you, : 
Briik wine's my delight, , 
ni drink aU the day. 
And I'll revel all night. 

II. . 

As great as a monarch. 

The moments I pafs, . 
The bottle's my globe. 

And my fccpur's the glafi. . 
IIL 
The Uble's my tjirone, 

And the tavern's my c(»|t, . 
The drawer's my fubjefl:, . . • > 

Anddrinking'fi my fport. 

f 3 :; 
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IV. 

Here's the chief of jall joy. 

Here's a miftrefs ne'er coy ; . 
Dear cure of alh forrows, 

And life of all Mifs: 
I'm a king when 1 hug youy , 

But more when I kifs. . 

Tippling JOHN.. 
I; 

AS ttpphng Jb^n was jogging on^ , 
Upon a riot night, . 
With totterirtg pace, and fiery face, 

Sufpicious of high flight ; 
The guards, u*Iia. took. him by his look : 
/ For fome chief fiery- brand, 
Afk'd, whence he came ? what was his name ? - 

Who are you ? Stand, frkndj (land, 
11. 
I'm goirtg hrtme, from meeting com^,^ 

Ay, fays one, that's the cafe ; 
Some meeting he. has burnt, you fee 

The flame's ftill in his face. 
Jyh/2 thought it time to purge liis crime, ^^ 

And faiiJ, my chief intent 
Was to affuage my thirfty rage, 

I* th' meeting that 1 meant. 
III. 
Come, friend, be plain, you trifle in vain, , 

Says one, pray let us know. 
That we may find how you're inclined | , 

Are you high church or lew ? 
Jc/)n faid to that, I'll tell you what, , 

To end debates and ftrife. 
All 1 can fay, this is the way 

I ftccr my courfc of life* 
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IV. 

Tnt^tT to Bovf, nor Bur^eJ} go, 
^ To ft^eple-houfc ©or hall, 
The briik bar bell beft fuits my xcal 

With gentlemen, d' ye call ; 
Guefs thfin, am How church or high,. 

From that tow'r, or no fteeple, 
Whofe merry toll exalts the foul, 

And mud make high flowa people f 
V. 
The guards came onv and looked at jfoBa ; 

With countenance mod. pleafant. 
By whifper round they all foon tound 

He was no damag'd p&afant, 
Thus while JaJkft Rood the bell he cou'd, 

Exp^dting therr deciflon ; 
Damn him, fays one, let him be.gone^ 

He's of our own. religion,; 



%i^i' 



BjB L I N O A. 
I, 

WO U L*D fate to me BiiifiJa givcf 
With her alone I'd chufe to live, . 
Variety I'd ne'er Tcquire, 
Nor a greater, nor a.greateiv 
Nor a greater blifs deiirc. 

II; 

My charming nymph, if you can fiiid 
Amongft the race of h»man kind, 
A man that loves you more than Ig 
I'll refign you, I'll refi^ you, 
I'll rpfign you, tho' I^ie. 
III. 

Let my Belinda fill miy arms,' 
With all her beauty all her charms |. 
With fcom and pity- I'd look down . 
On the glories, on the glorieS| 
On the glories of a crown. 
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Beauty Mtid RJgour* . 
I. 

THE nymph that undoes me h fair and tinUd^ 
No lefs iban.a wondor by nature de(ign'd ; 
She's the grief jof my heart, and the joy of my cyC| 
And the caui'e of a flame that never cao die. 
jind the caufe^ &c 

II. \ 
Her mouth, from whence wit ftill ohligingly 9awS| . 
Has the beauiiiul bhiih, and the I'mell of the rofe : 
JLove and Jeftiny both attend on her will. 
She woun Js with a look, with a frown (he can kilL 
She luoundj, SCc^ 

lll.r 
The dcfperate lover can hope no redrefi^ 
Where Beauty and Rigour are both in ezcefi | ■ 
In Silvia they meet, fo unhappy am 1, 
Who fees her mud love» who loves her inuiidM. - 

The Rival 
I. 

OF all the torment all the care, 
^j which our hvcs are curft^ . . 
Of all the forrnws that we bear» 

A Rival is the word 
By partners in another kin4 

Affl dions eafier grow. 
In love alone we hate to fi^4 
Companions in our woe. 
H. 
Silvia, for all the griefs you to^ 

Ariiing in my bread, 
I beg not that you'd pity me, 

Would yon but (Jight the reft. 
However fcvcre your rigours arc^ . 

Alone with them Pd cope, 
I can endure taj own de{j>4^r> 
£ut not another's hope. 
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Hunting Song going out. 

I. 

HARK! away, 'tis the merry tun'd horn 
Calls the hunters all up with the mom j 
To the hills aad the woodlands they ftecr^ 
^o unharbour the out- lying deer. 

Chorus of HuntfrncOi 
^11 the day long. 
This, this is our fong^ 
Still hallooing, 
And follo'iuijfg ;.^ 
Bo frolic and free Y, 

Our joys knptv^ no hounds i 
IVhile iue*re fifier the hounds* 
No mortals, on earth are fa jolly as *we» 

u. 

Rou:?kl the woods. whea.w.e heat, how we glow^! 
While the hilU they .all echo hilla; 
.With a bounce from his cover when he flies. 
Then our fligjits th^ey .refguad to the Ikics. 
Jll the dayf &c, 

IIL 

When we fweep o'er the valleys, or cKmb- 
Up the heath-breathing mountain fublime, 
What a joy from our labour we feel I 
Which alone. they who tafte can reveaL 
All the day^ 5cc. 



The Return from the Chace. 

TH^. fweet rofy morn peeps over the hills, 
With blufhes adorning the meadows and fieldi^i 
The merry, merry, merry horn call s,.Come, come away., 
Awake from youc flumbers and hail the new day. 
Tic merry ^ &c. 
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The (lag rouz'd before us, away feems to fly. 
And pant& to the chorus of hounds in full cry. 
Then follow, follow, follow the miifical chace, 
Wliere pleafure and Tigorous health you embrace* 
Thenfolio<Wy &c. 

in. 

The day's (port when oyer makes blood circle right, 
And gives the brilk lover frelh charms for the night; 
Then let us, let us now enjoy all we can while we may. 
Let love crown the night, as Qur fports crown the day. 
Then Ut us, Sec. 

Tie Girl tJoaCi blyth atuf^aj:^ 

OF all the girls in our town. 
Or black, or yellow, or fwr, or browa^ 

With their foft eyes, and faces fo bright; 
Give me a girl that's blyth and gay. 
As warm as ^w, and as fweet as May^ 

With her heart free, and faithful as lights 
What lovely couple then cou*d be 
So happy and fo bleft as we ! 
On whom the fweeteftjoys wou'dfmilet 
And all the cares of life beguile. 

Entranced in bills each raptVous nighfi. 

CynthxVs PjeHPLf x.i,ty. 

L 

CYNTHIA, frowns whencVr I woo hct^- . 
Yet (he's rei*d if I give over. 
Much (he fears I fhpuld undo her. 

But much more to lofe her lover ; 
Thus in doubting (he refufes, 
Aad not witiTkin20[i\i^&&V^^«^ 
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II. 

Prithee, G/H^i\tt, look behind ycm, 

Age and wrinkles v^iU o'eftake yco^ 
Then too late, defire ^ill find you 

When Hhe power muft forfakc yOtu 
Think upon the faA <;ondkioa 
To be paft, yet wilh fruitiota. 

Nought iut Love. 

I. 

TH E fun was funk beneath the hill. 
The wefterti clouds were lin'd whh gold, 
The flLy was clear, the winds were (Itll^ 
The flocks were pent within the fold ; 
When from the filence of the grove, 
Poor i^^^vw/ ihas defpairM of love*! • 

II. 

Who ieeks to pluck the fragrant rofa 

From the bare rock, or oozy beach.; 
Who from each barren weed that grows 

Expeds the grape, or blufliing peach ; 
With equal faith may hope to find 
The truth of love in womankind* 

111. 
Ihave no herds, no fleecy care^ 

No fields that wave with golden graia. 
No paftures green, nor gardens fair, 

A maiden's venal heart to gain : 
Til en all in vahi my fighs muit prove, 
For I, alas ! have nought but love. 

IV. 
How wretched is the faithful youth. 

Since womens hearts are bought and fold ? 
They afk not vows of facred truth. 

Whene'er they figh, they figh for gokL 
Gold can the frowns of fcorn remove, 
But 1, alas ! have nought bu]. love. 



3p6 SONGS. 

To buy the gems of /W/^zVcoaft, 

What "wealth, what tareafurc can fuffice ? 

Not all their (Line can ever boaft 
The living luftrc of her eyes : 

For thefe the world too cheap would prove | 
But I» alas i have nought but love. 
VI 

Sjhia f fincc nor ^ems^ nor ore. 

Can with your brighter gems coznparcy 
Confider that 1 offermore, * 

More feldom found a foul fincere : 
Let riches meaner beauties move, 

Who pays thy worth, mud pay iii love* 

Tell me J my HearL 

I 

WHEN Diflia on the plain appears^ 
Aw'd by a thoufand tender fear*^ 

1 would approach, but dare not move ; 
Tell me, my heart, if this be lo ve- 
il. 

Whene'er (he fpeaks, my ravifti'd car 
No other voice but her's can bear. 
No other wit but her's approve : 
' Tell me, my heart, if this be love ? 
III. 
If (he fome other fwain commend. 
Though I were once his fondeit friend^ 
That>».*iant enemy 1 prove : 
Tell me, my heart, if this he love ? 
• IV 

When flic is.abfent, 1 no more 
Delight in all that- pltas'd before, 
The cleared fpring, or fhady groVe t 
Tci i me, my heart, if this be love ? 
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V. 

When armM with infolait difdaxn. 
She feem'd to triumph in my pain j 
I ftrove to hate, but Viiinly ftrovc : - ♦ 

Tell mc, my heart, if this be love? 

CUPID miftaken. ' 
I. 

AS after noon, onie fummer's day^ . 
Venus ftood bathing in x river, 
Cupid a (hooting went that way. 

New ftrung his bow, and fiU'd his quiver i 
With (kill he chofe his fharpcll dart. 

With all his iinight his bow he drew. 
Swift to his beauteous parent's heart, 
The too w«ll guided arrow flew* 

II, 

I faint 1 I die ! the goddefs cry'd : 

cruel ! cou'dll thou find none other ! 
To wreck thy fpleen on ! parricide, 

Like Nero, thou hatt flain thy mothct ! 
Poor Cupid, fobbing, fcarce couM fpeak ; 

Indeed, mamma, I did not know ye : 
Alas ! how eafy the miftak^, 

1 took you for your likenefs Chloe» 

SILVIA to ALEXIS. 

AL E X I S, how artlefs a lover ! 
How bafhful and filly you grow ! 
In my eyes can you never difcover 

I mean Yes, when I often fay No I 
I meauy &c. ' \ 

V o L. 11. Q^ 
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11. 

When you pine and you whine out your paffioxit 

And only intreat for a kifs ; 
To be coy and deny is tlie fafhiony 

jilexis (hould ravifh the blifs. 

£Sltx\s fljouJJi &c. 

III. 
In lovc> as in war, 'tis but reafon 

To make feme defence for the town : 
To furrender without it, were treafon. 

Before that the outworks werc^won. 

Before that^ &c. 

IV. 

If I frown, 'tis my blufties to cover, 
' ris f6r honour and modefly's fake; 

He is but a pitiful lover 

Who is foiled by a finglc attack. 
Who is^ &c. 

V- 

But when we by force are o'erpower'd. 
The beft and the braved muft yield 5 

I am not to be won by a coward. 
Who hardly dares enter the field. 
Who hardly y &c. 



Theferious lover. 

I. 

BE L I E V E mv fighs, my tcarjs, my dear^ 
Believe the Jieart you have won. 
Believe my vows to yOu fine ere. 

Or, Jenny , I'm undone. 
You fay, I'm fickle, and apt to change 

At every face that's new : 
Of all the girls I ever faw, 
1 ne'er lov'J ©nc but you. 
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11. 
My heart was like a lump of ice, 

Till warm'd by your bright eye ; 
And then it kindled in a trice, 

A flame that ne'er can die. 
Then talce and try me, you (hall find ' 

That I've a heart that's true ; 
Of all the girls I ever faw, 

I ne'er lov'd one like you. 

The grateful Admirer. -^ 

T? A L S E'tho^ fhe be to me and love 
Jl I'll ne'er purine revenge j 
For ftill the charmer I approve, 

Tho' I deplore her change. f 

In hours of blifs we oft have met, • 

They could not always laft j 
But tho' the preftnt I regret,' 

I'm grateful for the paft. 

- lit! - ■ ■ i T ■ < 1 . 

CELIA aniSABINA, 

I- 

TH I R S I S, a young and am'rous fwain. 
Saw two, the beauties of the plaxQf i 

Who both his heart fubduc : 
Gay Celiacs eyes were dazlihg fair ; 
Sabsnd*s eafy fiiape and air. 
With (bfter mufic drew. 

n. . - 

He haunts the ftream, he haunts the grore^/- 
Lives in a fond comance of love. 

And feems for each to die : . ; 

'Till each a little fpiteful growOf 
Sahina Celiacs (hape ran dowp. 

And (he Sahina* s eye. 
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III. 

Their envy made the fhephcrd find 
Thafe eyes that love could pnly blind;. 

So fet the lover free. 
No more he haunts the grove or ftreaiHy. 
Or, with a true love knot or name^ 

Engraves a wounded tree. 

IV. 

Ah Ce!ia ! ffy Sahina cry'd, . 
Tho* neither love, we're both deny'd. 

Let cither fix the dart. 
Poor girl ! fays Ceiia^ fky no more ; 
That fpite whirb broke his chains before^ 

Would break the other's heart. 



The fair Warnings 

YOUNG Virgins love pleafiirc^^ 
As Mi firs do treafure j 
And both alike ftudy 

To heighten the meafure ; 
Their hearts they will rifle 
F6r every new trifle. 

And when in their tccn9 
Fall in love for a fong ; 

But foon as they marry. 

And find things mifcarry :. 
Ob ! how uiey figh 

That they were not more wary, . , 
Inftead of foft wooing 
They run to their ruin, 

And all their lives aftcp. 
Drag forrow along. 
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Petticoat wooing. 

I 

DEAR Co/hf prevent my warm bluflics^ 
How can I fpeak without pain ? 
My t yes have oft told you their wilhes : 
Why can't you the meaning explain ? 

My paffion wouM lofe by expredion. 
And you too might cruelly blame } . 
Then pray don't ezped a confeffion - 

Of what is to6 tender to name. 
III. 
Since yours is the province of fpeab'ng^ :-, 

How can you expcdk it from me ? 
Our wiflies fhou'd be in our keeping. 

Till you tcU us what they Ihou'd be. 
IV. 
Then quickly why don't you difcover ? 

Did your heart ftel fuch tortures as miB©> 
I need not tell over and over . 

What I in my bofom <:onfine. 

CO LIN'S Reply. 

I. 

GOOD madam^ when ladies ^u^e willing, 
A man mud needs look like a fool f 
For me I would not give a (hilling 
For one that does love without rule.^ 
II 
At leaft ye (hould wait for our offers. 

Not fnatch like old maids in defpsiiir ; 
Had you liv'd to thefc years without proffers^, 
Your fighs vrere all fpent in the air. 
Ill 
You (hott'd leave us to 'guefs by your blufliing) » 

And not tell the matter fo plain ; 
'Tis ours to be writing and pu(hing> ^ 

And yours to SiBkCt a difdain. 
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. . . }V. 

But you're m a terrible Uimgt , . 

By all the fond oglings I fee ; 
The fruit that can ml without (haking - 

Indeed is too mellow for me« ^ 

Tie Country Lafs\s Ambition.- . 
It 

WHAT tho» they call me country la&l > 
I read it plainly in iny glafs^ . 
That for a dutchefs I might pais, . 

Oh ! could Ifce the day I 
Wou'd fortune but attend my call, „ • 
At park, at play, at ring, and ball, . 
I'd bra re the proudeft of them alU 
With a (land: by, dear the way,, 

II. ! 

Surrounded by a crowd of beaux. 
With fmart toupees, and powder'd clothes,. . 
At rivals I'll turn up my nofe 5 

Oh ! could 1 fee the day I • 
I'll dart fuch glances from thofe eyes. 
Shall make feme duke, or lord, my prize ; 
And then, ®h ! how Til tyrannize, 
With a (land- by^ clear the way. 

ni 

Oh ! then for every new delight. 
For equipage, and diamonds bright, 
Quadrille, and bslls, and plays, all nights 

Oh ! could I fee the day I 
Of love and jOy I'd take my fill, . 
The tedious hotrrs of life to kill. 
In every thing I'd have my will, 

With a (land by, clear the way*. 
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Tie fotlowing Song is Jaid ia be made mlie^^ 
nour of our Sovereign Lady^MiA r y ^ueen,-. 
of Scots.. 

L 

YO U meaner beauties of the night. 
Who poorly fajtisfy our eyes. 
More by your number than your light, , 
Ye are but officers of the flties ; 
What are yoxi when the moon doth rife 2 : 
IK 
You violets that firft appear, - 

By your fine purple colour known, ., 
Taking poiTeffidn of the year, ., 

As if the fpring were all your own ; 
What are- ye. when th$ rofe is blown i 
llli 
You charrainc: birds, that in the woods^ ,. 

Do w:iible forth your lively lays, 
Making your paffion underftood 

In fofteft notes : what h your praife^ 
WhtnPh/lomei her voice does raiic ? 

Ybu glancing j e wels of the eaft, 

Whofe eftimation fancies raife, 
Pf iris, rubies, fapphires, and the reft 

Of glittering gems ; what is your praife^ 

When the bright ctiamond fhews his raysf 
V. 
But, ah ! poor light* gem, voice and fmellj' 

What arc ye if my M a R v fliine ? 
Moon, diamond, flowers^ and PHloirtel^ 

Light, luftre, icent, and mufic tine, . 

And yield to merit more divine. 
VI. 
Thus when my mifirefs you hatre fectt- 

In beauties of her face and mind^ 
Firft, by defcent, (he is a ^een / 

Judge then if flie be not divine^ 

And gloqr of all womankind. 



There rofe and lily, the hale fpringi. 
Unto her breath for fweetneds fpced } . 

The dumond darkens in the rinfi; : 

When (he appears, the moon looksr deady 
As when Soi lifts his radiant head* 

4k>ooo<x>oo<>ooooooooooooooo< 

There Gowans are gay. 

I. 

THERE gowans are gay, my joy^ 
There gowans are gay j 
They gar me wake when I fhou'd fleep, . 
The firft morning of May.' 
11. 
About the field's as I did pafi, . 

There gowans arc gay ; 
I chanc'd to meet a proper lafs» - 
The firft morning of May. 
ilL 
Right bufy was that bonny maid^ . 

There gowans arc gay; 
I hald her, fyne to her I faid* 
The firft morning of May. . 
IV. 

lady fair, what do you here ? 
There gowans are gay ; 

Gathering the dew, what need ye (pcir ? 
The firft morning of May. 
V. 
The dew, quoth I, what can thait mean ? 

There gowans are gay ; 
Quoth fhe, to wafli my miftrefs clean^ 
The firft morning olMay. 
VL 

1 afked farder at her fyne, 
There gowans are gay, 

Gif to my will fhe wad incline ? 
The firft morning ^iMaj* 
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VII. 

She faid, her errand was not tliere^ 

Where gowans arc gay ; ' , . 

Her maidenhead on me to ware^. 

The firft morning of May, 
VIII. 
Then like an arrow frae a bowj 

There gowans are gay ; 
She fkift away out o'er the knqwi. 

The firft morning of May. 
JX, 
And left me in the garth my lane^ 
' There gowans arc gay j 
And in my heart a twang of pain^. 

The firft morning of May, 
X. 
The little b Ws they feng full fwcct^. 

There gowans are gay : 
Unto my comfort was right meet^-; 

The firft morning of May. 
XI. 
And thereabout I paft my timCi . 

There go warxs are gay; , 
Unti 1 it was the hour of primCf ^, 

Tae firft morning of May, 
XII. 
And then returned hamc bed^eiif 

There gowans are gay 5 
I^infand what maiden that had beeiif , 

The firft morning qfMfiy. 

Slighted Lirw fair to^ bide. 

I Had a heart, but now I heartlefs gae ; 
I had a mind, but- daily was oppreft ; 
1 had a friend that's now become my fae ;_ 
I 'J2^ a will that now has freedom loft : 
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What have I now ? 
Naithing. I trow. 
But grief where I had joy : 
What am I than? 
A heartlefs man : 
Could love me thus deftroy ! 
I love, I ferve anc whom I much regard^ 
Yet for my love difdaia is my reward. 

II. 

Where fliall I gang to hide my weary face >' 
Where (hall I find a place for my defence ? 
Where my true love remains the fitteft place^ 
Of all the earth that is my confidence. 
She is my heart 
'Till I depart : 
Let her do what (he li(t, . 
I cannot inendt 
But (lill dependt 
And daily toinfift, 
1?o purchafe love, if love my love deicrve; 
If not for lovci let love my body (larve. 

III. 

O lady fair ! whom I do honour mod:. 

Your namt and fame within my brea£k I have ; 
Let not my love and labour thus be loft. 
But dill in mind I pray thee to engnure^ 
That I am true. 
And fall not rue 
Ane word that I have (aid : 
I am your man. 
Do what you can. 
When all thcfe plays are play'd. 
Then fave your (hip unbroken on the fand. 
Since man and goods are all at your coxxixnand* 
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The Invitation. 

I. 

COME, love, let's walk by yonder fpring, 
Where we may hear the black- bird fing, 
The robin-red-breaft and the thrufli. 
And nightingale in thorny bu(h. 
The mavis fwcctly carroling ; 
This to my love, this' to mj love. 
Content will bring. 

See where the nymph, with all h^ train, 
Comes (kipping through the park amaiui 
And in this grove (he means to ftay. 
At barley breaks to fpert and play ; 
Where we may fit us down and fee 
Fair beauty mixt, fair beauty mixt. 
With chaliiry. 

IIL 

In yonder dale are fined flowers, 
With mony pleafant (hady bowers, 
A purling brook, whofe filver ftreams 
Are beautified with Phmhus* beams ; 
Which fteal dut thro* the trees for fear^ 
Becaufe Diana^ becaufe Diana 
Bathes her there 

IV. 
All her delight is as ye fee. 
This way to fport, and here te be 
Deliting in this callour fpring. 
Only to bathe herfelf therein. 
Until AHeon her elpy'd ; 
. Then to the thicket, then to the thicket 
Did flie glyde. 

V. 
And there by magick art (he wrought, 
And in her heart ihe thus bethought 
With fecret (peed away to flee 
And he a hart was turned to be ', 
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Becaufe he foUow'd Diana^s traiOf 
His life he loft, his life he loft, 
Her love to gain. 

Cq/i away Care. 

CARE, away gac thou frae me. 
For 1 am. no fit match for thee^ 
Thou bereaves me of my wits. 
Wherefore I hate thy frantic fits : 
Therefore I will care no moir. 
Since that in cares comes no reftoir^ 
But I will fmg hey down a dee. 
And caft doilt care away frae me. 

II. 
If I want, I care to get, 
The more I have, the more I fret ; 
Love I much, I care for more. 
The more I have I think I'm poor : 
Thus grief and care my mind opprefe. 
Nor wealth or wae gives no redrefs ; 
Therefore I'll care no more in vain. 
Since care has coil me meikle pain. 
III. 

Is not this warld a fliddry ball ? 
And thinks men ftrange to catch a fall | 
Does not the fea baith ebb and jBow ? 
And fortune's but a painted fhow. 
Why (hou'd men take care or grief. 
Since that by thefe comes no relief? 
Some careful faw what carelefs reap. 
And wafters ware what niggarts fcrape. 
IV. 

Well then, ay learn to knaw thyfelf. 
And care not for this warldly pelf: 
Whether thy 'ftate be great or fmall. 
Give thanks to G o d whatever befall, 
- Sae fall thou then ay live at eafe, 
No Aid den grief (hall thee difpleafe ; 
Then may'ft thou fing, hey down a des. 
When ihou haft, csift. ^ cw^ {\;!k& thee. 
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Thefaireji of her Days. 

m 
I . 

WHOE'ER bebolds my ffeleti's fac<s 
And fays not that good hap has (he ; 
Who heart her fpeak, and tents her gracc» i- 

Sail think oiane ever fpake but (hcf 
The jR6rt ^ayjo refoundher pra'tj^ 
She is thefaireft of her days. 
\ H. 

Who* knows her wit, and hot admires, 
• He maun be deem'd devoid of ikill t 
Her virtues kindle ftrong defires 
' In theip that think upon her ftilL 
The Jh^rt nuay, &LC. 

III. 
Her red is like unto the rofe 

Whafe buds are op'ning to the fijn> 
Her. comely colours to diWofe 

The firft degree of ripcncft won. 
Thejhort ivay, 8cc. - • v. 

IV \, 

And Vith the red is mixt the white, 

Like* to the fun <5r faii- moon {hin<S 'v ' 

Th^t does upon dear waters light. 

And maizes the colour feem divint. ^ * 

The Jhort nuay to r^found her praife^ 
She is the fair eft of her days. 
J^. B The fix foregoing Songs 1 took evit flf a VerT 

old M S S. Golleftion, wrote by a Gentleman ia 

jiberdeen. 



Lord Henry and Katharine. 

IN ancient times, .in Britain^ s iile. 
Lord Henry well was known,- 
Nor knight in all the land more fam'd» 
Or more deferv'd renown ; 
Vol. II. R 
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His thongbts on honour always run. 

He ne'er cou'd bow to lore. 
No nymph in all the land had charms 

His frosen heart to lUOTe. 
II. 
Amongft the syiDphs where Katterim puai^ 

l*he faired face ihe ihows. 
She was as bright as morning fun^ 

And fweeter than a rofe i 
Although file was of mean degree. 

She daily conqucfts gains ; 
For ne'er a youth who her behcl^ 

Xfcap'd . her powerful chains* ' 

HI 

But foon her eyes their luilre loft. 

Her cheek grew pale and wan, 
A pining feiz'd her lovely foro). 

And cures were all m vain : 
The ficknefs was to all unknown 

That did the fair one wafte. 
JFIer time ih fic^hs and fipods of (ev:!^ 

And broken flumbers pai^ 
IV. 
Once in a dieam ihe cry^d aloudy 

Oh Henry, Vxti undoqe ! 
©h cruel fate ! oh wretched maid ! 

Thy love muft ne'er be known ! 
Such is the fate of womankinds 

They muft the truth conceal, 
I'll die ten thoufand thoufand deaihsj 

Ere I my love reveal. 

V. 
A tender friend that watch'd the fatr 

To H<nry hy'd away, 
My lord, fays fh^ we've found the cauft 

Of Katharine^ s quick decay. 
She in a dream the fecret told. 

Till now no mortal knew ; 
Alas ! (he now expiring li^s. 
And dies iox Ion e ol ^^^^ 
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VI. 

The genVous Henrfj foal was toach^d^ 

His heart began to flame, 
Ah, poor anbappy maid \ he cry'di 

Yii I am not taUam«. 
Ah Knth*rifKf toa too tt>«ckft maki* 

Thy love 1 never knew, 
ni e-ale your pam : and fwift as -msA 

To her bed-lidc he fleW. 
VH. 
Awake ! awake ! he fondly cry* J, ' 

A*wake! awake! my dear; 
If I had only guefs'd yonr love. 

You ne'er had (bed a tear : 
•Tis Henry calls, complain no more, - 

RencMT thy wonted charms ; 
I come to fave thee from defpair. 

And take thee to my arms. 
Vill. 
Thcfe words rcviT^d the dying firir, • 
, She rats'd her drooping head, 
And gazing on the long -lov^d youth» - 

She (Urted from tlie bed, 
Around hk neek her arms file- fiungy • 

In extafy, and cried, > 
Will you be kind ? Will >o» indeed 5 : 

My low iw-and {b u»e died. 

TherMmng^Pair. - 

YE nymph$ and Silvan gods. 
That love green fields and woods. 
When fpring newly bom herfelf doe4 adom 
With flowers and blooxniag buds: 
Come fing ia the praife, while flocks do graze 

On yonder plea/ant vale. 
Of thofe that choofe to milk their ewf. 
And b cold dews, with clouted fboes^ 
To carry the milking paiL 
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II. 

Yon froddefs of the inorn» 
With bluihes you adorn* 
And take the fre(h 'iiry whild linnets prepaid 

A confort on each green thorn : 
The black. bird and thrufh, on everjr bulht 

And the charming nightingale. 
In merry vein* their throats do ibrain. 
To entertain the jolly train 

Of tliofc of the milking- paiL 

111 
When cold bleak winds do rore» ' 
And Howers will fpring no mor^ 
The fields that were feen fo pleafant and gp:een# 

With winter's all candied o*cr. ^■ 
See how the town lafs looks with her white fac€§^ 
And her lipi fo deadly pale } . • r 

But It is not fo wit!) thofe that go 
Thro' froft and fnow, with cheeks that gloWj^ 
And carry the milking-paiL 

JV 
The mifs of courtly mold, 
A Jorn'd with pearl and gold, 
With waflies and paint her fkin docs (b caint^ 

She's withcrM before (he's old : 
While (he of commode puts on a cart-load^ 
And with cuihions plumps her tail* 
What joys are found in rufhy ground. 
Young plump and round, nay, fweet and fbundi^ 
Of thofe of the milking pail i 

V. 
You girls of Fenuf game, 
That venture health and fam.e« 
In pradlifmg feats, with cold and heats» 

Mike lovers grow blind and lame a 
If men were fo wife to value the prize 

Of wares mod fit for fale. 
What ftore of b aux would daub thdr clothetiL 
To 6ve a nofe, by following of thofe . 
Who caxTY \.\x% m^i^^-^^^ 
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VI. 

The country Ud k free 

From fears and jealoufie, 
Whilft upon tht green he is often feea 

With his ufs upon his knee ; 
With kifles moft fweet he doth her fo treat. 

And fwears flie'li ncrer grow dale : 
But the London lafs, in every place^ 
With brazen face^ defpifes the grace 

Of thofe of the milking paiL. 
'■ 

• PHILLIS, derpifenot. 

I. . 

PHILLISy defpife not your faithful lover, -. 
Play not -the ty^mt, becaufe you are'£i^i > 
Beauty will fade, my charming maid, .. 
Juft as the lily, My beautiful Phiily^ > 
Ceafe to prove coy, fmile on* the boy, - 
Grant him the bleffing he^ loi^ to enjoy. 

.Crowns are but trifles, compar'Swkh my Phitfyr' 
Who can'behold her, and not be enHav'd^ 

Angel diviae ! - wertthott but mine | 
Pity my (lory, 1 latigh at all glory. 
Here I proteft, on thy dear breaft. 

With thee in a cottage I'd think myfelf blclU 

Drink while ye can. 

LET'S drink, my friends, whfle here w^Uve> 
The fleeting moments as they p^s 
This filent admonition give, 
T' improve our time, and puih. die £^a& 

^3 
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11, ^ 

When once wcVe enterM Charon^ s hoaX^ • . 

Farewell to drinking, joys divine. 
There's not a drop to wcct our throaty , 

The grave's a cellar void of wia^. « 

Meddle r$ ota of SeafpfU: . 

I,: 

COME, lads, ne'er plague jour htadt . 
With what is done iXk.Sfain^ 
But leave to them \ 
Who are fupremct , 
To fettle peace-again : .. 

Debating, prating, jumbling, grumblingj^-^ 
Pays no nation's debt ; 
' f fS time mud clear it^ , 
jhift like claret. 
When it is ,onr the fret 

IL 
Each one (hould mind his own» , 
Not bufmei's of the date : 
This all we get, . 
By meddling yet* 
More troubles to create. 

Our wrangling, jangling, clarn'ring, hamm'rfa&^ 
But dill'.irb the town : 

Such men of mettle, . , , 
In a kettle, 
Make two holes for one. 

UI. • 
If you the dangers knew. 
Of thofe that wear a crown,.. 
You'd fcarce envy 
A^ftate fo high. 
But wifely ufe your own : 
Unfteady, giddy, bufy, dizzy^ ^ 

With Hjpfi dazUng height J:. 
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Yet dally ftoqping, 
AlmoK drooping 
Underneath the weighty 

IV. 

- -Low.fwains tbftt rangt the pl^s^^ 
TRicir native; freedom keep, . 

Who Jret coznina»d. 

With crook in hand, 
^eir faithful dog and (heep : 
Their leifure, pleafure, fporting* covrting^, 
None. but time. deceive ; 

Whilft Amaryllis^ 

Jug^^ PMllis, 
How'ry garlands weave* . 

Complaint on Scorn. - 

.f ■ T . 

WH Y will Florelta^ when I gazc^ , 
M-y ravilh'd eyes reprove, , 
-^ And chide tliem from tlie only facc^ 
/ I can bchold'Wirh love \ 
T6 Aon your fcorn, and eafe ray caiv, 

i feek a* nymph more kind : • • 
Atid as 1 range from fair to fair,.,. 
Still gentle idTage find. 

11. 

.. But O ! how faint is evVy joy. 
Where nature has no part ; 
, New beauties may my cyescmplof, , 
But^you engage- my heart. . 
So reftlefs exiles, as theyroamy 

Meet pity ev'ry where ; 
Tet languifh for their native home^-. 
Tbo' death attends thca there^ 
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LOVX OR WXKS« 

I- 

IF Wi7//r denies me relief^* 
If (he's angry. 111 feek it in wine | 
Though (he laughs at my am'rous grie^ 
At my mirth why flioold ike repiac } ' 
JIt my mirtbi &c. 

n. 

The ffnrkling Champaign (hall remove 
All the cares my duU grief has in ftore i 

My reafon I loft ^en I lov'dy 

And by drinking what can I do movcf 
And by drinking^ Itc. 

III. 
Would PhiUis but pity my pani» 

Or my amVous tows would approve^. 
TTie juice of the grape Pd difdain. 

And be drunk with nothing but lore.' 

And he drunks &c. 

Twenty one favourite Son^s^ in the Bx c o ae'i 
Opera. 

S O N & L 

Tune, An old Woman clothed in Crey^ &e. 

THROUGH all the employments of lift^ 
Each neighbour ^bufes his brother : 
Whore and rogue they call huiband and wifc^ 

All profeflions be rogue one another i 
The prieft calls the lawyer ^ cheat» 
The lawyer be-knaves the divine } 
And the flatefman, becauie he-s io grea^ 
Thinks his uade as honeft as aiine. 
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SONG IL 

Tane, The honny grey ey^d Morn^ &c. 

^'TT* I S woman that feduces all mankind^ 
X Biy her we Arft were taught the wheedling artft: 

Her very eyes can cheat, when moft^ (he*s kind, 
She tricks us of our money with our hearts : 

For her, like wolves by night, we roam for pr^j^ 

■ And pradife'evVy fraud to bribe her charms; 

For fuits of love, like law, arc won by pay, 
And beauty mud be fee'd into our arms. 



SONG III. ^ 

Tune, Why is your faithful fiave difdair^if ficc» 

IF love the virgin's heart invade, 
. How, like a moth, the fimpletiuid 
Still plays about the flame ! 
If foon fhe bff not niade a wife, 
Her honour's fmg'd, and then for life 
She's what I dare not nsuxie. 

SONG IV. 

* Tune, Of all the Jlrnple Things wir do^ &c» 

A Maid is like a golden ore, 
WHich hath guineas intrinfical in'ty 
Whpfc worth is never known, before 
|t is tryM, and impreft in the mint. 
A wife*ir like a guinea in gold, . 
Stampt with the name of her fppufe ; : 

Nowhiere, now there ; is bought^ or is fold \ . 
And ts current in every houie* . 
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SONG V. 

Tune, Wkatjhallldo tojhenahommuch I l»oe her^ Ac; 

VI RG I NS are like the fair flower in4£s luftrc» 
Which in the garden enamels the ground ^ 
Near it the bees, in pUy, flutter, and clutter 
And gaudy butterflies frolic around. 
But when once pluck'd, 'tis no lon^r alluring^ 
To Covent Garden 'tit fcnt, (as yet (weet,} 
There fades, and (hr inks, and grows paft all^endnnt^ 
RotSt (links, and dies, and is trodc under feet. 

SONG VL 

Tunc, Oh London // a fine Town. 

OURPi-/^' isafadflut,norheedswhatwetanglith€r, 
I wonder any man aliyc will ever rear a daudito^ 
For flic muft have both hoods and go^ms. 

And hoops to fwcll her pride. 
With fcarfs and (lays, and glbves aad lace;. 

And fhe will have men befidc ; 
Aad when (he's dred with care and cofi^ 

All tempting fine and gay. 
As men fhould ferve a cucnmheri - 
She flings herfelf away* 
Our Fff/fy is a fed flut, ^c* 

SONG VII. 
Tunc, Cn'm King of the Chofts^ &c. 

CA N love be eoatroul'd by advice I 
Will Cufsd our mothers obey? 
Though my heart were as frozen as ice^ 

Ac his flame, 'twould have melted away^ 
When he kift me io dofcly he preft, 

'Twas fo fweet that I muft have comply 'dr 
So i thought it both lafcft and bcft. 
To marry for ftar you (hoold chide. 
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^ o N o vm. 

' Taiie» A Mdhr t^tii a Sailor, 

A Fox may (Ual your hens, fir, ' 

A whore your health and peacCi fir^ 
-Tour daughter rob your cheft, fir. 
Your wife may fteal your reft, fir, 
• A thief your goods and plate. 
But this is all but picking, 
Witli reft, pence, cheft, and chickett t 
It eTer was decreed, fir, 
If lawyers hand is feed, fir, 
. He fteals your whole eftate. 

SONG IX. 

Tune, Over the hills and far anvajl* 

WE R E i laid on Greenland's coaft^ 
And in my arms embr^M my lafs^ 
* Warm amidft eternal froft. 

Too fbon the half year's night would pais. ^ " 

Were I fold on fniian foil, 
, 6oon as the burning. day was clos'd, 

I could mock the lultry toil, 

When on my charmer's breaft rcpos*dL 

And I would love you all the day. 

Every night would kifs and play. 

If with me youM fondly ftray. 

Over the hills and far away. 

SONG X. 

Tune, th hrooM^ ScCm 

TH E miier thus a (hilling fees^ 
Which he'» obliged to pay. 
With fighs refigni i]E by degree^ 

And fears 'tis gone for aye. 
The boy, thus, wheivhis fparrpw'sjSowily 

The bird in filence eyes ; 
But foon as out of fight 'tis gone. 
Whines, whimpers, fobs, and cries. 
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S O N G Xt 

Tane, CoUlhn* 

YO y T H*S the feafon made for joys, 
L^ve is then our duty. 
She alone who that employs^ 
Well defefves her beauty* 
Lct*s be gay, . 
While we inay» 
Beauty's a flower dtfpis'd in decaff 

Yolitb's the feafon, 4tc. 
Let us drink and {port to- day. 

Ours is not to-morrow. 
Love with youth flies fwift to-day. 

Age is nought; but forrow. ^*. 

Dance apd fmg, . . 

, Time's on the wing. 
Life never knows the return of {pring, 

Chorus. Let us drink, ire,*- ' . 

. '^ ^ SON G XIL 

Tune, When once / lay *wUh another Man^s iVife. 

TH £ gamefters and lawyers are jugglers alike, 
. If they meddle, your all is in danger ; 
Like gypfies, if once they can finger a foufe. 
Your pockets they pick, and they pilfer your houfe. 
And give your eftate to a ftranger. 

SONG XIIL 

Tune, Courtiers^ Courtiers think it m harrfty 5cc* 

MA N may efcapc from rope or gun,. •> * 
Nay, fome have out liv*d t^edodgr's pill % 
Who takes a woman muft be undp^ej 
- That bafilllk is fure to kill, ; ^v 
The fly that fips treacle is J<?ft fii the fweets. 
So he -that taftes woman, '^pman, woman, 
He that tafles woman> ruin meets. 
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S O N G XIV. 

Tune, T/jff Sun had loosed hh tueary Teams^ &c» 

TH E firft time at the looking glafs 
The mother fets her daii^^tcr^ 
The image ftrikes the fmtling lafs, 
. With felf love ever after. * 

Each time fhe looks, ihs, fonder .grown, ^ 

Thinks ev'ry charm grows ftronger : 
But alas, vain mahd> all eyes but your own, 
Gan fee you at-e not younger. 

.SONG XV. 

Tune, Ho^ happy are nve, &G» 

WHEN you cenfure the age. 
Be cautious and fage, 
Left, the courtiers offended fbould bet 

.If you mention vice or bribe, 
* *Tis pat to all the tribe, 
Each cries — that was levell'd at me. 

SONG XVL 

Tf'une, London Ladiet, 

I,F you at an office folicit your due, 
And would not have matters negledled ; 
Yoa muft quicken the clerk with the perquifite tb^, 

To what his diity dire»5led 
Or would you the frowns of a lady prevent, 

She too has this palpable fail ling, 
The perquifite fof tens her into confent; 
■ That reafon with all is prevailing. 

^ SONG xvn. 

Tune, Packinton's Pound. 

THUS gamefters united in friendfhip afe found, 
Tho' they know that their induftry all is a cheat. 
They flock to their prey at the dice bd^t's found, 
And join to promote one another's deceit ; 
Vol. 1L S 
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But if by mifliap, 

They fail of a chap. 
To keep in their baxids, they each other enfrap : 
Like pikes lank with hunger, who mifs of their ends, 
They bite their compantonsi anci prty on their trieads. 

S O N G XVIII. . 

Tune, LiMulkn. 

THE modes of the court ib common are growa. 
That a true friend can hardly be met i 
• Fricndfliip for intereft is but a loan. 

Which they let out for what they can get. 
* Tis tme youiind, 
S€>me friends fo Jcind, 
.Who ^ill give you good couafel themfelves to defend. 
; In forrowFul ditty, 
, TThey promife, they pity 
;2ut ihift you for money, from friend to friend. 

^ O N G XIX. 

Tune, Dcwn In the North Country^ &c. 

WHAT gudgeons are we men I 
Every woman's eafy prey, 
Though we have felt the hook, agea 

We bite and they betray. 
The bird that hath been trapt. 

When he hears his calling mate. 
To her he flies, again he's dapt 
Within the wiry grate. 

SONG XX. 

I^une, A Cohler there ivasy Sec. 

OURSELVES, like the great, to fecure a retreat. 
When matters require it,miift give up our gang: 
And good reafon why, 
Or inftcad of the fry, 
Ev*n Peachum and I 
Like poor petty rafcals might hang, hang ; 
JLike poor petty rafcalsj might hang. 
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SONG XXI. 

Tone, Green Sleeves* 

SINCE laws were made for ev'ry degrees 
To curb vice in others, as well as me, 
I wonder we han't better (fompany. 
Upon Tyburn tree \ 
But gold from law can take out the (ling, 
And if rich men like us were to fwing, 
'Twould chin the land fuch numbers to ftring. 
Upon Tyburn tree t 

Andrew and his cutty Gun» 

I. 

BL Y T H, Myth, blyth was (he^ 
Blyth was (he but and ben ; 
And well (he loo'd a Hanvick gill, 
And leugh to fee a tappit hen. 
She took me in, and {qX me down> -t 

And he^ht to keep me Jawing free ; : 
But, cunning carling that fhc was, . 
She gart me birle my bawbie. 

II. 

We loo'd the liquor well enough j 

But waes my heart my caih was done, 
Before that I had quench'd my drowth, - 

And laith 1 was to pawn my (hocnt. 
When we had three times toomM our ftotsp^ •- 

And the neift chappin new begun. 
In darted, to heeze up our hope. 

Young Attdro with his cutty gun. 

III. 

The carling hrought her kcbbuck be». 

With girdle cakes weU toafted broWflf 
Well does the canny kimmer ken. 

They gar the fcuds gae glibber down, 
Hz 
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Wc ca*d the bicker aft about ; 

Till dawning we ne'er jee'd our bunj. 
And ay the cleaned drinker out, 

Was ^fsdro with his cutty gun* 

IV. 

He did like ony mavis fing, 

And as I in his oxter fat» 
He ca'd me ay his bonny thfn|^, 

•And mony a fappy kifs I gat, 
I hae been caft, 1 hae been weft, 

I hae been far ayont the fun.; , 
But the blytheft lad that e'er I faw'. 

Was /indro with his cutty gun. 

Sailor's Song, 

HO W happy are we, 
Now the wiiid is abaft j - 
And the boffon he pipes, 

Hawl both your fheets aft. 
Steady, fteady, fays the mafter, 

It blows a freffa gale ; 
We'll foon reach our port, boys> 

If the wind does not falL 
Then drink about, TV;;?, 

Although the (hip roll : 
Then drink about ToiHy 

Although the ftiip roll : 
We'll fave our rich liquor^ 
We'll five &c. 

By flinging our bowl« 

.4.^..< •4-4 •^••^•^^♦^•'^►♦f ^♦♦#♦♦4 44'44^^^ >-»-»•>♦-»•.*-♦ 

A hundred Tears hence. ■ 

LETus drinkand be merry, dance, joke, and rejoice^ 
With claret, canary, theorboe and voice; 
The changeable world to our joys is unjuft,^ 
And all pleafure's cnded-wbca we are in duft* 
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In mirth let us fpenJ our fpan-e hours and our pence. 
For we Ibdll be pafl it a humireu yekirs hence. 
1- 

The butterfly courtier, that pageant of ftate, 
That moufe" trap of honour, and may game of fatc'i i 
Fir all his ambition, h's freaks and hi> tricks, 
He mult die like a bum^^in, and fall into Styx : . 
His plot igi.inll deaih's hut a fljnder prctenv.e. 
Who'd take his place irom him a-hundred years hence! 
111. 

The beautiful bride, "Wiio with garlands is crown'd^ 
And kills with each glance as flic treads on the grouadf 
H- r ;<;Iitteririg dnfb does caft fuch a Iplendor, 
As if none were fit but the ftars to attend her | r . 
Aii' hough Ihe is pleafint, andfwcet to the fenfe, • 
J>hc*li be damnable mouldy a hundred years hence. • 

The right hearted foldier, who's a ftranger to fear^ 
Calls up all his fpirits when danger is near ; , 
He la'>ours and fights, great honour to gain, • ^ 
And hardily thinks it will evtr remain ;<: 
l^ut virtue and courage prove in vain a pretence, ^ 
To flourilh his ftandard a hundred years hence* 
V. 

The mercliant •who' ventures' his' all on tlie matn, - 
Not doubting to gr.ifp what the Jndies contain, . 
He buzzes and bufties like a bee in the fpring, 
Yet krows not what-harvcft the autumn will bring ; ' 
Tho'fortune's great queen fhould load him with pencejr 
He'll nc*er reach the market a hundred years hence 
VI 

The rich bawling lawyer, who, by fools wrangling 
ftrrfe, 
Can fpin out a fuit to the end of a life ; 
A fuit which the cUem does wear out in flavery, 
WhiKi the pleader makes conicience a cloak for his 

knavery ; 
Tho* he boafts of his cunning, and brags of his fea% 
Iiu*U hzmneft inventus a hundred years hencc« 

s 3 
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VIL. 

The plufh- coated quack, who, his fc^s to cnlafgc^' , 
Kills people by licence, and, at their own charge ; . 
He builds up fair ftruflures with ill gotten wealth. 
By the dregs of a pifs- pot, and the ruins of health : 
By the treafures of health ht pretends to difpenfe, . 
He'll be tumM into mummy a hundred years hence* 
VIID. 

The meagre chdpp'ti ufurer, who in hundreds gets . 
twenty, . 
But ftarves in his wealth; and pines in bis plenty ; 
Lays up for a feafon he never will fee,- 
The year of one- thoufand eight hundred and three : 
He muft change all hts houfes. his lands and his rents. 
For a worm- eaten poffin a Jiundrcd years hence. 

The learned divine, with all his pretenfions . 
To knowledge fuperior, and heavenly manfions ; 
Who lives by th6 tithe of other folks labour. 
Yet expels that his blefllng be receiv'd as a favour,- 
Tho* he talks of the fpirit, and bewilders our fenfe. 
Knows not what will come of him a hundred years 
hence. . 

X; 

Thfe poet himfelf, who fo loftily firigs. 
And fcoms any fubjcft but heroes or kings, . 
Muft to the capricio of fortune fubmit ; 
Which will make a fool of him in fpite of his wit : 
Thus health, wealth, and beauty, wit, learning and 

fenfe, , 
Muft all come to nothing -a hundre<J years hence. 
XI.. 

Why fliotild we turmoil thtn in cares and in fear% 
By converting pur joys into fighs and to tears ? 
Since plcafures abound, let us ever be tafting. 
And to driv« aSvay forrow whfk vigour is lafting« 
We'll kifs the briik damfels, that we may from thence 
li^TC brats to fuccccd us a hUzKJred years hence*. 
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XII; 

The tnie- hearted mafdh} who afls on the fquarci 
And lives within compafs by rules that are fair; 
Whilft honour and confcience approve^ all his dcedSf 
As virtue and prudence direfta he proceeds. 
With fri^ndfliip and love, difcrction and fenfe, 
Leaves a pattern for brothers a hundred years hence» 



Johnny Eaa, The Gypfie. Laddie. . 
*n| ' HE gypiies came to our good lord's gate, . 
, X And vow but they fang fweetly ; 
They fang fae fweet, and fae very coiupleat. 

That down canoe the fair lady, 
IK 
And (he came tripping down the ftairi 

And a' her maids before her; 
As foon as they faw her well-far*d face^, 

rhey cooft the glamer o'er her. 
III. 
Gae tak frae me this gay. mantile, . 

And bring to me a plaid le ; 
"Eor if kith and kin, and a' had fwonii 

I'll follow the gypfie laddie. 

Yeftreen I lay in a well-made bed,. 

^nd my good lord befide me ; 
This night rU ly in a tenant's bam, . 

Whatever fhall betide me. 
V; 
O^me to your bed, fays Johnny Fda^ 

Oh come to your bed, my deary \ 
F0r I vow and fwear, by the hilt of my fwbrd, , 

That your lord ftrall nae mair come near ye. 
VI; 

Pll go to bed to my Johnny Faay 

I'll go to bed to my deary ; 
F^r I.vow and fwear by what part yeftrcen, 

That xny Jord ihall nae mair come near.me* • <^ 
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VIL 
I'll mak a hap to taj Johnny Faa^ 

And I'll niaka hap co my dcaryji 
j^d he's get 2k the coat gaes round. 

And my lord Ihall nae mair come near me*. . 
Vlli. 
And when our lord came hame at een, . 

AnJ fpcir'd for his fair lidy. 
The tanc {he cry'd, and the other reply*d, , 

She's away with the gypfie laddie. 

IX. 

Gae faddlc to me the black black ftced, , 

Gae fad die and make him ready j . 
Before that 1 eiUier eat or fleep, 

rU gae fcek my fair lady. 

X. 

And we were fifteen well made men, . 

Altho' we were nae bonny : 
And we were a' put down for ane, 

A fair young wanton lady. 

HJh><X><>00<>O<>CX>C<><XXXXX><X><><>^^ 

Old Chiron. 

OL D Chiron thus preachM to his pupil AchlHes^ 
V\\ tell thee, young gentleman, what the fatc^s 

will is 2 
You. my boy, muft go 
(The gods will have it fo) 
To the fiege of froj ; 
Thence never to return to Greece againi 
But before thofe walls to be ilain. 

II. 

Let not your noble courage he caft down. 
But all the while you ly before- the town, 
Drink and drive care away, drmk aild be mttrj.x 
You'll Bt'cr go tht JboacT to tho Stygian ferry. 
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Bottle and Friend i. 

I. 

SU Nf up all the delights 
This world does produccii 
The darling allurements 

Now chiefly in ufe. 
You'll find if compar'd, 

There's none can contend 
With the folid enjoyments. 
Of a bottk and friend. 

n. 

For hon'bur, for wealth. 

For beauty may wade ;. 
Thefe joys often fade. 

And rarely do laft ; 
They're fo hard to attain^ 

And fo cafily loft. 
That the pleafure ne'er anCwers. 

The trouble and coll. 

m. 

None but wine and true frieodfliip^ 

Are lading and fure^ 
Erona jealoiify free, 

And from envy fecurc ; 1 
Then fill all the glafles- 

Until they- run o'er, , 
A friend and good wine > 
- Are the ch^ms we adore. 



«**^».^5»^ 



Dujnt, dunt^ pittie, pattie. 
Tunc, Telhvj'heir^d Laddie. 
I . 

O^^KlVhitfunday morning 
I went to the fiir, • 
My yellow- hair'd laddie 
Was felling bis ware i^. 
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He gied me fie ft biyth blink 

With his bonny black eye. 
And a dear bUnk, and a fair bliaJ& 

It was unto nie. 

II. 
I wift not what ail'd me 

When my laddie came in^ 
The little wee ftarnies 

Flew ay frae my een ; 
And the fweat itdropt down- 

Frae my very eye -brie, 
And my heart play'd ay 

Dunt, dunt, dunt, pittie, pattle* 
IIL 
I.wift not what ail*d me. 

When I went to my bed,' 
Itofledand tnmbled» 

And ft^ep frae me fled. 
Now i:s fleeping and WftlE!n|^. 

He is ay in my eye, 
And my heart playM ay - 

Dunt, dunt^dunf^ pittie,,|i^tif* 



RoG£R and Dojuly* 

AS Dolly was milking of th^ cows. 
Young Roger came tfipping it over the plata^ 
And made unto her moft delicate bows, 
And then he went tripping it back agaiir. 
My pretty fweet Roger^ come back again,. 
My pretty fweet Roger, come back again, 
For it is your«eifiparty that 1 do lack^ 
Or elfe my poor heart will burU in twain. 
I winna come back, nor i caana come back;.. 
I wonot, I cannot ; no, no, not I : 
And if 'tis my company that you do lackg 
You may lack it until the day yott dic» 
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Oh ! do yon not mind the curds and creanit 

And many a bottle of good March beer \ 

When you was going along with your teamf 

And then it was Dolly ray own fweet dear. 

But I winna come back, nor I canna come ba<^, ir^ 

The InvHotim^ 
I. 

YE powers that o'er mankind prefide* 
And pity human woes, 
My (leps to fome retirement guide, 

That no difturbance knows. 
Te ponuers^ &c. 

w 

There let my foul forget her pain^ 
ReftorM to blifsfal peace again j 
Nor e'er refign the calm retreat, 
To feel the forrows of the great, 
To. fee I theforro*ws of the great. 

The VirgirCs Choke. 
I. 

VI R G I N S if e'er at laft it prove 
My deftiny to be in love, 
Pniy wiih me this good fate : 
May wit and prudence be my guide, 
And may a little decent pride 
My a<5tions regulate. 

IL 
If e'er I an amour commence, 
May it be with a man of fcnfc, 

And learned education ; 
May mil courtflkip eafy be. 
Neither too formal, nor too free, 
Bat wifely (hew his pa&o&. 
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III. 

May his eftate be like to mine, 
ITiat nothing look like a defign 

To bring us into forrow. 
Grant nie but this that I have (aid. 
And willingly 1*11 live a maid 

No longer than to morrow. 

Still he's the Man. ' 
I. 

WHAT woman cou'd do, I have try'd to be fre^ 
Yet do all I can, 
I find I love him, and tho' he flies me. 

Still, ftill, he's the man. 
They tell me at once, he to twenty will fwear ; 
When vows arc fo fweet, who the falfehDcd can fear? 
So when you have faid all you can. 
Still,— ftill he's the man. 

II. 

I caught him once making love to a maid, 

Whento him 1 ran, 
He turn'd, .and he kifs'd me, then who cou'd upbraid 

So civil a man r 
The next day I found to a third he was kind, 
I rated him ibundly, he fwore I was blind ; 
So let me do what I can, 

Still,— ftil] he's the man. 

III. 
All tlie world bids me beware of his art \ 

I do what I can ; 
But he has taken fuch hold of my heart, 

I doubt h^'s the man ! 
So fweet are his kifTes, his looks ate fo kind^ 
He may have his faults, but if none I can find^ 
Who. can do more than they can, 
He,— ftiil is the man. 
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An ol'd- Catch 

N0V7 Goihtvix' old Symcn^ 
For he made cans to many a ont> 
« And a good old man was he ; 
And J7«;^<?;7 was his journey man, 
And hec6u*d tipple offev*ry can; 

And thus he faid to me : 
'fo whom -drink you, Sir knave, 
Turn the timber like the lave ; 
Ho ! jolly Jinken^ 
I fpy a knave m drinking ; 
Come, troll the bowl to me. 

The Cobkr's Merits 

Time, CJyarming Sally. 

OF all the trades from" eaft to weft, 
The cobler*s, paft contending, . 
Is like in time to prove the beft. 
Which every day is mending. 
How great his praife who can ametid 

The fo'ls of all his neighbours. 
Nor is unmindful oFhis end, 
'But to his laft he labours. 

T'he CoMer^s Happinefs. 

TxiViCy Cof7ie lit us prepare. 
I 

LE T matters of ftate, 
Difqniet the great. 
The cobler has nought to perplex him ; 
Has nought but his wife 
To ruffle his life, 
And her he can ftrap, if fiie vex him. 
Vol. II. T 
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II. 

He's out of the povi*T 
Of Fortune, that whore, 
Sicce low ai can be, die has thruft him ; 

From duns he's fccurCi 

For being fo poor. 
There's none to be fbcmd that will truft hinv 

Hie honourable Support. 

Tune, T/te ptHkhtg pasL 

IHate the coward tribes, 
Who, by mean fneaking bribes, 
By tricks and difguife. 
By flattery and -lies, 
To power and grandeur rife. 
Like heroes of old. 
Be ftill greatly bold ; 
^Let the fword your caufc fupport ; 
: Never learn to fawn. 
And never be drawn 
Your truth to pawn 
Among the fpawn 
"Who pradife the frauds of courts. 

Self, the prime Mover. 

Tune, Hunt the Squirrel. 

TH E world is always jarring. 
This is purfuing 
T' other man's ruin ; 
Friends with friends are warring 
In a falfe cowardly way. 
Spurx'd on by emulations, 

Tongues are engaging, 
Calumny raging, 
JIurders reputations, 

£n\y keeps up the fray. 
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Thas, with burntng heat, 
Each returning hate 

Wounds and rohs his friends 
In civil life ; # 

Even man and wife 
Squabble for felfifh ends. 

The fpotlefk Virgin. 

Tune, M^ deary ^ if thou die. 

PU K. E as the new- fallen fnow appears 
The fpotlefs virgin's fame, 
Unfulli'd white her bofom bears 

As fair h^r forai and fame ; 
But when (he's foil'd, her luftre grcoU 

The admiring cy^ no more ; 
Siie fmks to mud, defiles the (Ireets^ 
Aiidiwdli thexommon (bore. 

Tiie Worth of Wirie#*. 

Tttnc» iM^s he jovial. 

*^T^ I S wine that dears the tinderftandiftg* 
X Makes men learn'd wicheutten boo&': 

It fits the general for commanding^ : 
And gives fogers fiercer looks* 

WithafiyiayJa^ia^du:.^ 

ir 

*Tis wifw thtttgnrfes a life to lorers, 

Heightens beauties of the fair ; 
Truth from falfehood it difcovers. 

Quickens joys, and conquers ^arc^-i- 
With afai la^ la^ ky &c. 

in. 

Wine will fct our fouls on Ere, 

Fit us for all glorious things ; j 

When rais'd by Bacchus we afpire 

At Bights, above the reach of kings. 
WUh *fay /S| h,ia^^c^ 
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IV. 

Bring in bonny njagnums plenty. 
Be each glafs, a bumper crown'd ;, 

None to flinch tnl they be en[ipty. 
And fiill fifty toads gone rounds 

/f7/^ a/a, /a, la, la^ &c. 

Women compar'd to China* 

Ttircr Pinks and Lilies. 

A Women's ware, like china, 
Nowchcap, now dear is bought ;^ 
When whole, though worth a guinea, 

When brokers not worth a groat ; 

. When Iroke, 8cc, 
A woman at St. Jameses, 

With hun(}re48 you obtain ; - . 
But ftay till loft her fame is, 

»>he*ll be cheap iti Drury-Lane, 

Sh<^ II be cheapo &c. 
' " ■ ■ "••' 

Slow Meji of LoudOn. 
I. 

THERE were three lads in our town^. 
Slow men oi London; 
They courted a vfidow was bonny and brown^^, 
Yet they left her undone. 
II. 
They often tafted the widow's chcari ' 

Slow men oi' London ; 
Yet the widow was neverthe near. 
For dill they left ber*^ undone. 
III. 
They went to work, without their tools» 

Slow men o{\Lcndon ; 
The widow (he fent them away like fool^^v 
Becaufe they left her j;in4oQe. 



so N G S^\ 43^ 

IV. 

Blow^'fte winds, and come down, rain^ 

Slnw men of London ; 
They never (hall woo this *wfdow ajgaiDf. 

Becaufe they left her Bndone. 

Follow your Leaders. 

To the foregoing Tune, 

TH E manners of the great affLdlj - . 
Stint not yonr pleafure : 
If confcience had their genius checkt,^ - 

How got they trcaiiirc I 
The more in debt, run in debt the more» j> 

Carelefs who is undone ; 
Morals and honefty leave the poor> - # 
As they do at Londom . 



The Piitip^nd Pblitkian Parallels. 

Tunc, . 'Twtfj nvitkhi a Furlong of Edinburgh Scaiwr* 

IN pimps and |>oliticians 
The geniuiS ts tlie fame^ ' 
Both raife their own conditions 

Od others guilt and fhame: 
With a tongue well ttpt with lies 
Each the want of parts fuppiies. 
And with a heart that's all difguift 

Keeps his fchemes unknown. 
Seducing as the devil. 

They play the tempter's part. 
And have, when moft they're civil, 

Moft mifchief in their heart. 
Each a fecret commerce drives, 
Eirft corrupts and then connives, 
And by his neighbour'^ vices thrive^* 

Jor diey are all his own. 
T3 
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Philander and Amor e.t. 
I. 

WH E Ngay Philander fell a pnze 
To Amoreta^s conquering eyes, . 
Me took hi$ pipe, he fought the plain ; 
Regardlcfs of his growing pain ; 
And rcfolutely bent to wrcft 
The bearded arrow from his brcaft. . 

It 

Come, gentle gales, the fhepherd cry'd. 
Be Cupid ^.nd his bow defy'd ; 
But as rhe gales pbfequiQus flew, . 
With flow'ry fcents and fpicy deWf , 
He did unknowingly repeat. 
The breath of Amoret. // fweeU:^ 

His pipe again the fhepherd try'd, 
And warbling nightingales reply 'd ; 
Their found^s in ^ival meafures move, . 
Ami meeting echoes charm the grove : 
His thoughts that rov'd again repeat. 
The voice (j/* Amoret /i fweet, 

IV. 

Since every fair and lovely view 
The thoughts ^i Amoret renew, 
From flow'ry lawn and (hady green 
To profpeA gloomy change the fcene : 
Sad change toJ^him ! for fighing therc^ 
He thought of lovers in defpair. 

V. 

Convinced, the fad Philander, cries, 
Now, cruel God, affext thy prize. 
For love its fat'4 empire gains ; 
Yet grant, in pity to my pains, 
Thefe lines the nymph may oft repeat. 
And own Phiknder't lays arc fwect. 
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The Wit and the B e.a u. 

WITH every grace young Stnfhon chofe 
His pcrfon to adorn, 
That by the beauties of his face 
In Sylvia's love he might find place. 
And wondcr'd at heir fcom.- 
U 
With bows'and fmiles h&did his par^ . 
^ But oh ! 'twas all ia vain ; .. 
A youth lefs fine, a youth of art, 
Had talk'd htnifelf into her heart, . 
And would not out again. 
UI. 
With change o£ habits Strephon pre(s*d, . 

And urg'd her to admire ; . 
His Love alone the other drefsM, 
As vcrfe or profe became it beft, . 
And mov'd ha* foft defire. 
iV. 
This found, his coiu-t(hrp Sti-ephon ends> . 

Or makes it to his gl^fs ; 
There in hirafelf now feeks amends, 
Convirtc'd. that where a IFit pretends 
A Bedu is but an Afs, . 

The Nurfe's Song. 

Tunc, Tell9nv .Stockings. 
L 

HEY! my kitten, a kitten. 
Hey ! my kitten, a deary ; 
Such a fweetpett as this 
Is neither far nor neary : 
Here we go up, up, up ; 
Here we go down, down, doWnyi 
Here we go backwards and forwards. 
And here we go tound^ round, roundji; 
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Chicky, cockow, roy lily cock j 
See, fee, ilc a. downy ; 
CaUop a tvou trot, trot. 
And hcj for Dublin towny^ 
This fMg went to die market ; 
Squeek moufe, niou&« moufy ; 
Shoe, (hoe, (hoe the vtld colt^ 
And hear thy own del doufy. 

Ill 

TVherc was a jewel and petty. 
Where was a fugar and fpicy ; 
Hufli a haba in a cra^ile. 
And we^l %Q abroad in a tricy. 
Did a papa torment it ? 
Did e vex his own baby? did-e? : 
Hiiih a baba in a bofie ; 
Take ous own facky : did-e ? r 

IV. 

. Good-morrow^ a pudding is broke; ; 
Slavers a thread o* cryftal,- 
Now the fwect poffet comes up 5 
Who faid my child was pifs'd all ? 
Come w'.iter my chickens, come clockj 
l,cave oflF^ or he'll crawl you, he*ll crawl ytm; 
Come, gie me your hand, and I'll beat him ; 
Wha was it Tezed ihy bab]^ ? 

V. 

Where was a langh and a craw j 
Where was, was, was a gigling honey ? 
Goody, good child fhall be fed, 
But naughty child fhall get nony. 
Get ye gone raw^head and bloody bones> 
Here is a child that won't fear ye. 
Come, pifly, pifly, my jewdj 
And ik,. ik ay, my deary. 
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The Maopyb. * 

GOOD people, draw near, , 
A (lory ye's hear, ' , 

At (lory both pleafent and true ; . 
Which happened of late*. 
And's not out of date ; 
I am going to tell it to you. 

It was an old cobler, 
- Who foal'd (hoes at Du^/ery 
And lov'd to dfin): the juice of good barl«7|.. 

And then with his wife, 

As dear as his life, 
Wicn drunk, be loVd for to parley. 

III. 

This cobler, they fay, 

Bein? drunk, oa a^ay. 
His wiS fhe did murmur and chat); 

This cobler they fay, 

Did thrafti her that day, 
And cryM> Wh^ta pcwc wad yc be atf ' 

. IV. 

He had a magpyat • ' 

That was very fly^ 
And ufed for to murmur and chat t 

Who foon got the tone, 

"Before it was long, 
Of, What a poc:wad ye be at T 

V. 

And this magpyc, 

Who was fo very fly, 
He into a meeting- houfe 'gat j . 

And as the old parfon. 

Was canting his Jeffon, 
ery'd> What a pot wad yc beat ? 
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VL 

The parfon {hrpris'd. 

Did lift up his eyes : 
Now help lis, pray» Father, in need : 

For Satan, I fear,- 

D6es viftt us here ; 
So help usy pray, Father, with fpee<k 
ViL 

Thie parfon again 

Began to explain 
To thofe around him that (at ; 

But Maggie indeed 

Flew over his head, 
And cry'd. What a poK wad ye be at^ 

vm. 

Then the parfon did flctp, 

Five yards^ at a leap. 
From his pulpit quite down to the floor ;^ 

And left every faint. 

Quite ready to faint, 
Leaping out of the meeting-houfis doofw 

Then fbime without hats. 

And fbme without hoods, 
Then out of the xneeting-houfe gat i 

And maggie liappM after. 

Which caufed much laughter. 
Crying, What a pox wad ye be atf ' 
X. 

Then a fandify'd foul. 

Who thought to controul, 
LookM Maggie quite full in the face^^ 

Said, Satan, How- dare 

You thus ta appear 
In this our fandify'd place ? 
Xi. 

But Maggie he pranc'd. 

He ikippM and he danc'd. 
And out of the meeting houfe gat^ . 
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And all the way long, ' 
He kept up his fong, 
Of, What a pox wad ye be at I 

^ g09d Excufe f%r Drinking. 

UPBRAID me not, capricious fair. 
With drinkiog to excefs ; 
I fhoilld not want to drown defpair. 

Were your indifference Icfs. 
Love me, my dear, and you ffaall find^ 

When this cxcufe is gone, . 
That all my blifs, when CSUs^s kmd, 

Is fix'd on her alone. 
The god of wine the victory 

To beauty yields with joy ; • 
For Bacchus only drinks like me. 

When j^riaJfic* J coy. 

Mason^s Sonc. 

Tune, Leave cff yeur /QoUfi pratting* 

1. 

WE have no idle pratting. 
Of either ^% or ri?/-^/ 
But each agr«es 
To live at eafe, 
And fmg, or tell a ftory. 

C H o ft. u s* 
Fill to hhn^ U the brim ; 

Let it round the table roll ; 
The dhine tells you^ 'mine 
Chsars the body and the foul. 

We will be men of pleafure, 
Defpifing pride or party ; 

Whilft knaves and fools 

Prefcribe us rules, 
We are fincere and hearty. 
Fill to bitfiyUc. 
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III.' 

If any are fo fooliflif 

To wbinc for courticii 'favour. 

We'll bind him o*er 

To drink no more 
Till he has a better ikvour. 
Fill to him^ &c. 

IV. 
If an accepted ms^on 
SoKld talk of high Or low church» 

Well fet him down, 

A (hallow crown, 
And underflandi^g no church. 
Fillto hinti Sec. 

• V. 
The w/)rld is all in darkneis; 
About us they conjcdlure ; 

But little think 

A fongin drink 
Succeeds the mafen's le^ufe. 
Fill to hirfii &c. 

VI. 
Then, landlord, .bring ahogflirad. 
And in the comer place it ; 

*Till it rebound 

With hollow found 
Each mafon here (hall face it* 
Fill to him, &c. 

The frugal Maid. 
I. 

I Am a poor maiden forfaken, 
Yet I bear a contented mind ; 
-1 am a peor maiden for/aken, 

Yet PU find another more kind : 
Tor altho* I be forfaken, 

Yet this I would have you to know, 
I ne'er was fo ill proYided^ 
But I'd two 'r three (Irings to my bow. 
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If. 

t own that oncd I lovM him, 

But his fcorn I cou'd never endure^ 
Nor y^t to that height of pcrfeftion, 

For his flights to leve him the moilt. 
I own he was very engaging, 

Yet this I would have you to know, 
i ne'er was fo ill provided. 

But I'd two'r three firings to my bow. 
III. 
Ye maidens who hear of my ditty, 

And are unto loving inclined. 
Mens minds they are wbje6l to changing. 

And wavering like to the wind ; , 
Each objedl creates a new fancy : 

Then this I would have you to do j 
Be eafy and free, and take pattern by me. 

And keep two'r three ftrings to your bow« 

Damon's Pifture of Celia. 

Tunc, SonuH the Bum, Davie, 

ASSIST your votVy, friendly Nine> 
Infpirc becoming lays ; 
Caufe Celiacs matchlefs beauty fhine. 

Till heaven and earth ihall blaze. 
She's pleafant as returning light, 

Sweet as the morning* ray, 
When Phoebus quells the fhades of night 

And brings the chearful day. 
XL 
Her graceful forehead's wondrous fair. 

As pvireft air fcrene ; ^ 

No gloomy padion rifmg there, 

O'ercaft the peaceful fcene : 
Her fmall bright eye- brows finely ben J, 

Tranfport darts from her eyes | 

Vol. II. U 
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The fparkling diamond they tranfcend. 

Or ftars which gem the fkics, 
III. 
A rifmi: bluflif of heavenly dye 

0*er herCair cheek Hill glow&$ - 
Her ftiining locks in ringlets lie. 

Well fhap'd and fiz'd her nofc ; 
Jler fmiling lips arc lovely red. 

Like roles newly bloy^n ; 
Her iv*ry teeth (for moft part hid) 

You'd wifli for ever fliown. 

Her fnowy neck and breads like .glsd&f 

Or poWik^d marble fmootb, 
That nymph in beauty far furpafs . 

Who fir'd the Trojan youth ; 
Her (lender waift» white a^m and band^ 

Juft fymmetry does grace : 
What's hid from thefe (if you demand) 

Let lively fancy trace. 

V. 
A fprightly and angelic mind 

Reigns in this comely frame. 
With decent cafe afts unconfin'd, 

Infpires the whole like flame : 
Minerva or Diana's ftate, 

With Venus' foftnefs join'd. 
Proclaim her goddcfsi meant by fate. 

Love's rightful queen deiign'd. 
VL . 
Good gods ! what raptures fire my foul ! 

How flutters my fond heart ! 
When tender glances art controul. 

And love fupprefs'd impart. 
Propitious pow'ra, miike Celia mine. 

Complete. my dawning blifs ; 
At monarch's pomp I'll not repiacj 

Mor grudge their happineft. 
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The new LighU 

I. 

CE L I A, now my heart hath hroVt 
The bond of your ungentle yokc> ^ 

DifTolv'd the fetter of that chain 
By which I drove fo long in vain : 
May I be flighted if 1 e'er 
Am caught again within your fnai^Cy 
Am caught^ &c. 

IL 

In vain you fpread your treacherous net^ . 
In vain your wily fnarcs are fet ; 
The biid can now your arts efpy, 
And, arm'd with caution, from them fly : 
Some heedlefs fwain your prey may be. 
But faith, you're too well known to me* . 
But faith, &c. 

III. 

I with contempt can now deQsifc •■ ■ . 
The treacherous foUes of your eyes. 
And with contempt can- fit and hear * 
You prattle nonfcnfe half a year. 
And go away as little mov'd 
As you were lately when I lov'd». .. 
As you nuere^ 9k,z. 

IV. 

I wonder what the plague it was 
Made me fuch a ftupid afs. 
To fancy fuch a noble grace 
In your Lmgnage, mein and face^ 
Where now I nothing more can find '• 
Than what I fee in adl your kind. 
Than nubaty &c. 

V. 

Thus when the droufy god of fleep^ . 
Upon our wearied fancies creeps 
Some headlefs piece of image rife, 
Bf fkncies form'd delude our eyes v 
U a 
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But foon as e'er the god of day 

Appears, tley feintind iife aW^y, J^ -^ ^^^ 



■ v " ■ ■ ■ p y-<i g^s y^;y ' '■■ ■ """ " ■ ■ ■ 

T/>e Fickle jix*d. 
I. 

MY lore TOs fi4kte'd(nce a^^d cfiangpng, .;. 
Nor e'er would fettle in my heart > 
From beauty ftill to beauty rangiJig, 
la cv'ry place I found a dart. 

.. ;II. 
*Twas fix^ a .charming fl^pc enlhiyf4 ^ovSj^ 

An eye that gjkve the. fatal ftroke,. .^ . 
Till by her wit Uorinna f^v'd me. 

And all my '£brmer feturs broke. 

irL 

But n6w along^andlafin^a'n|;n£fh ^ 

For Belvidera iehduxei; 
Hourly I figh, and hourly langnifK : 

Nor hope to find th.e wonted cure; 

IV. 
For here the falfe unconftant lover. 

After a thoufand beau^tiefi fhown, 
Does new furprifing charms difcover^ . 

And finds variety m one. 
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B X P LAN A TI O N^ 



OPT H E^ 



SCOTS W O R iyS,\ 



Abcit, alhiiU^ 
Aboon, above- 
Ac, &ne. 
AW, off. " 
Aften, often. \ 
Aik, oak. 
A in, own. 
Alth, oath. 
Air, ^/2r/)r. 
Ajee, aftde. . 
A lane, afc«^. 
Amaift, almoji. 
Ambry, cup-hoard, i 
Anc, cm* 

Anither, another.. . . 
Awa, tfw/zy. 
Auld,. o7i 
Ayont^' bejond. i. 



tape 



B. 

A\balh 
' ,BaicB^ both. 
e» bone. 
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Bahnocksv oatr bread. / 
BapSj ro//- /^r^flrf. • 
Ba^nn, balm. 
Bauk, ^^u/i. ^ 
BedraU, beadles. - 
Bciet, /<? ^^i5^ or repair^ - 
Bend, to drink. 
Behnifo'n, blejfmg. 
Bent, /A^ open fields. 
Btwith, 'Jomewiat in the -■ 

mean time.-. 
Birks, birch. .) 
Bigg, build, ■: 
Billy, brothtery . ^' * 
Bindging^ beckingybenS^ I' 

ing 
Blate, baJhfuL ! 
Blaw, Blow. '. 
Ble'cze, blaze, 
B:irik, giancs^oftheeyek-r- 
hlvLter, blunder. 
Bode, predict. 
BoAinjJtored, 
Bot or But, VfitA$ta^^\^ 
U3 . ' ^ 



EXPEANATIOH OF 



^vigl\^^ finmdmg hums. 
Boantiih, a^gr^uify* 
Bowty hott 

BracheTf af^t of broths 
Brae, rifing groundi 
Brankir, prMd up. 
Braid, broad. 
Brander, agridirim. 
"RxTCWyJindiy dreft. 
Broach^ a buckU. 
Brack, broken partly or 

refujei 
'hxo^^' the forehead. 
Bruik, to loDt or enjoy^^ 
Bught J Jbfep fold. 
Brirmfki po^ifibed, 
Burii} a rivulet*. 
Bulk, to deck.. 
But and Ben, be out and 

be ini, 
Bycrj a cow-hufc. 



CA\ call 
Cadgie, chcarful. 
Q^S^calfU,chaf. 
Canna, eannot. 
Canker'd, angry. 
Canny, cautious, lucl^, 
Carlingp, old ivomen. Id. 

boi^dpeaje. 
Gauld, cold. 
Cauler, ccolyfrejb. 
Cawk, chalh 
Clagi failing or impcr^ 

jfe^Umi.. 



Clatf a rake. ... 
Clu^f ifloafki. • - i>. 
Clafhes, tittU tattU^ 
Ciocki a beetle, 
Goekeiniony, the Aaitt 

bound up. 
Cod, a pillowk 
Cofty bffugbtm 
Cogg, a wooden di/84 
Coof,.<x blockhead. 
Coots, joint of the an^ 

cle. 
Courchea or Ciiftchea^ 

a bandkercJUef. 
Crack, to Boaft. 
CreeV bafket or Bam^ 

per. 
Crocks, Uanfbeep. 
Croft, corri'^land. 
Croufe, brifk^ bald: 
Crowd y mo wdy, a fctti 

of grueL 
Crummy, a Cow's nafpir*, 
Cunzie, coin* 

fy. 

AFFIN, /«///,. 

ivantonnefs. 

>iilt, madyfoofifb. 
Dawt, Jandley carefs^ ' 
D'p;ht, to wipe. 
Dinna^ do not* 
Ding, beat> 
Dool, trouble. 
Doknd, frozen, cold!: 
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Borty^ kamgbtf. 
Stow, cmi. Idk dov&i, 
Uowna, cannot. 
Howiy/piritiefi. 
Doughtna, could svA 
Dowyi wearf^ imd^ 
Dran t, , totfpcukJl&v>. 
Bramocky cMgnteL 
Drapi drop. 
Dwining, decaying^ 
Dunting, beating. 
BKilce and tangiCj >ia^ 

plants. 
Durk^ a dagger:* 



^^l 



E. 

EA R D| ^r/ik 

.ith, ^1^. 
Elding, y^wr/* 
Eem, cotiftn. 
Ettlc, tfim. 
Eydenti dUigmi^ 

F.. 

FiSJalL 
Fadge, 4} rosT;^ 
yir/ ofroUhnad. 
Fae, /o^. 
"Pznd, found. 
Fangle,Newfiingle,/oKi 

of what* s new. 
Far leg, thin oat-cakes^ 

Faufc,/a^- 



Faat,/a«iili . 
Fee, "Uf^^/j. 
Feirs, brothgrr^ • 
Fendy, a£Hw, mtkifi$!i<^ 

OUSk 

"SciisiCj/aitti 
Ferlcy, vjouder. 
Fey» attended hf a/a^ 
iality. 

Fiouks, flounders^ 

Flyte, tofcoid. 

Fog, w?o/j. 

Fore, td the fbre» «» i$m 

ing or lafting.. 
Fouth, //««// 
Vt^c/fr^n* 
FraiGngy bahimg tiniA a- 

foaiijb wonder* 
Fou, or fa*, fulli 



GAB, the mouth. 
Gabock^ Ai/^^ 

motetbfulu 
Gaberlunzie, a toallet^ 

that hangs on the fak 

or loin. 
G%t J gatu. Id. goy^ 
Gane, gone. 
Gar, make or caa/ki' 
G^vrfy Jolly f larg€ 
Gate, way. 
Gawn, going* 
Gawd, galPd,. Id* gBoicL 
Gawkji emptjfJoot\/b. 



EXPLANATION OP- 



Gawnt, to yawn 
Geek, tofloot and jeer* 
Gcntf, jmail and neat^ 
Gin and gif, if* 
GUire, a /word. 
Glaikiti idle and rem 

pijb. 
Glzc,jof. 
G\ttA/jquinting, 



Hames and brerhoms^* 
-wore about the neck ^^ 
a cart' horfe* 

Hawfe, embrace^ . 

Heefe, to lift. 

Hecht, promifed. 

Heugh, any fteep place. 

HoddJe» to^ waddle in 
walking. 



Glcen, a hollow between Hodeiii coarfe deaths 



bills. 

Gloydi an old horfe, 
Glowr, toftare. 
Gowk, the cuckow. Id* 

a fo$L 
Gowping, handful. 
Graip. to grope. Id. a 

trident fork /or dung. 
Graith, accoutrements. 
GrotSjfiim*doats.^ 
Gutchcr, grandfather. 



Hows, hollows. 
Howmi, valleys on river. 
fides. 



JEE,f0Jee back and 
again, the mot.on ff 

a balance. 
lU-far'd, ill favoured or. 

ugly. 
Ilka, each. 
Ilka, every f . 
Ingle, fire, 
JOf /weet heart. 
Jouk, to bow. 
Ivk, weary or tired. 
Inct afraid of ghq/ls^ 



H 

HA\ hall 
Hac, have. 

Maf, half 

Hafi:ie8, a boiPd pud- 
ding made of afbeep's Khoglesj Icicles, 
pluck minted with Ifc, IfbalU 
fewet. 

Halucket, light headed^ 
whtmfical. 

Hale, whAe. 

Haly, holy. 

Himci home^r 



Itberi other. 

KAIRN, tfr Cairn, 
heaps ofmonumemm* 
taifiones* . 
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EaH, coleworiSnld. broth 

J^ebuck^ a^h^efo ^\ 

Ken, kn^i'Wt 
Kepp, to eAt<:h. 
Kilt<:d, tacked up. 
Kirn, tAi<[r« 
Kimmer, djhe gcffip 
Kirtle, upper pettic<kit 
Kurchie, kindkerchief 



T hG, to fall behind 

E ^ Laigh, lov>. 
Tunnt^ own f^f . 

Laith, tfik. ^ 

Lappcr'd, curdled 
L^w, low 
hzwiyjuflice 
Lave, the fejl 
Lcc, faliOV) ground^ 
Leefame, /4rz/^/jr 
Leeze me, aphrafeu/ed 
ivhen one loves or is 
p leafed with a perjon 
Leil, exact 
Leugh) laughed 
Lib, to geld 
Lilt, a tune 
Linkan, to. mo't>e'fuicklj 
Loor, father ' 
Loo8| loves 
Loun, ii;^ir wencber ■ 
Lout| /A Aoio . r. 



Lown, cttiw , "^i ' ' *" 
Luoken, gathered togem 
tier or ch^ joined (Stu 
one another \- :■. .> 
Ljarty ifoaryy or grey 

M. 

MAICy a mate . 
Mdir, »K?rtf • 

Maiit, mqft 

Makfna» it matters, not 
Manei moan i 

Marchj limits or border: 

i:f grounds .> . 
Marrow, match . 
Maun, f»z(/^. 
Mawking, a> bare 
Maris, «i&^ tbrujb 
Meikle or Mackle^ muck 
Meifc, move 
Mends, revenge 
Menfe, manners* Id. U^ 

decorate 
Mcnzie, a company or 

retinue " 

Milfy, a fearch fit 

milk \ . 
Mint, attempt 
Minny, mother 
Mirk, dark 
Moii8-iiDeg,.tf very target 

iron cannon^ in ^ 

ca/lle of Edinburgh^ 

capabic of holding tvtm 

people 
MoU| mouth 



EXPL AN ATION OF 



Moup, to eat as want- 

ing teeth 
Mquicr, the mUler^s toll 
Muck, dutig 
Mutches, hnen quoifs or 

hoods 

N. 

NA* and Nae, no^ 
none 
Nine, none 
N«8, noje 
Neift, next 
Nithcr,y?tfrv^ or pinch 
Nowtheri neither 

O. 

OE, grand child 
O 7, any 
Owrly^ a cravat 
Owfcn, oxen 
Qxcer^ arm-fit 



PANTREY, a hut* 
tery 
Partans, crahjijb 
Pat, put 
Pawky, cunning 
Paunches, tripe 
Peat pot, peat coal-pit 
Pibroch, a highland tune 
PicWc, afmalljhare 
Pfg, earthen pot 
"Pillar, ftool of repen* 
tance 



Pine, pain 

Vith Jtrength 

PIct, to fold. Id. twift 

Poortith, poverty 

Pou, crPu, well 

Powfowdjr, ram head 

joup 
Prig, haggle 
Prive, to prove, or tajle 

R. 

RAIR, roar 
Raflies, rujhes 
Red up! put in order 
Renziei rein 
Rever, robber 
RifFart8, radijbes^ 
Rife, plenty 
Riggs, ridges 
Row, roft 
Rowth, wealtk 
Rude, cro/s 
Runkled, wrinkled 
Rung, a dub 
Rufe or roofci topraifi 

S. 

SAE, /& 
Saft,y&/f 
Sair,y&r^ 
Stwt, fait 
Seim, appearance* 
Sell,/?/ 
Sey, try 
Shznm,Jballnotr': 
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Shangy-mouthM orftic- 

vilgabbit, the mouth 

much to one fide 
Sham, cow-dung 
Sha W| Jho^i Id- a w9ody 

bank 
ShoO} ajboe 
BihooTiy Jboes 
ShorCi to threaten 
Shire, thin 
A (hire licki a /mart 

fellovj 
Sic, or £\c\i^fuch 
Sican, juch An one 
Sin or i^x\^yfuch 
Slnale, y^/rfwz 
Sinfyne,7?/iC^ that time 
Skzir yjhare . 
Skaith, harm, loft 
Skink, rong foup 
Smz^fmail 
Sn^cky fmart 
Snzvr,f(iow 
Sneift, iofnarl 
Snifliing, fnuff 
Snoody a head band 
Snug) convenient^ neat 
Sodden » boiled 
Sonfy. fortunate jolly 
Sowens, fl kindoffower" 

edgruei, bot led like pa/le 
Soumj ojfheep %o 
Spake, fpoke 
Spcer, to ajk 
Speldingj driedivhiteji^ 
SiikXkCfJfon^ 



Stzxns^ Jlars 
Sittk^fbut 
btcnd, Jtaik hazily 
St irk, a young bullock 
btoup, a prop 
Strae,7?rd5'«; 
Sttcckyflretrh 
Stenzie, tojiain 
Sw'dtBffmaJ^ a'-e 
Sweer, unviiiiing^ lazj 
Swithcr, in doubt 
Scybows, young Qnions 
byne, then 

*" t: 

TAE, toe 
Tald, fold 
Taikcn, token 
Tane, taken, Id. the one 
Tap, top 
Taulk, talk 
Thae, thq/e 
Tent, notice 
Theyfe, theyjbali 
Tiiol^, to fvffer- 
Thowlthf fpiritfefs 
Thud, 720ife of ajiroke 
Tine, lofe . . 

Tint, iofi.. 
Tifter, rather 
Tocher, dowry 
ToQlyfJighi^ contend : 
To<J)en, a rolling Jbori 
flep n 

Touzle, to r^e 
Trig, neat 



EXPLANATION, ire. 
Trow, believe Whatrccks, ivfyat maU 



Triftc, appointment 
Twin, to part from 



w 



AD, would 
Wac, 1U0 



ters tt 
Whilk, which 
V/hinginpf, shining 
Whiflit, io/d yotir peace 
Whillywha, a cheat ^ or 

bite 



W ale , to thoofe^ the clxiice Wilks, periwinkfes 
Wean, child Win, or won, dweii 

Wallowit, faded or wU Winna, wil/not 



thereJ 
Wan, pa/e^ Id. won 
Wallop, ^a'V^ 
Wamc, womb, beily 
Ware, beftow 
War, worfe 
War, know 
Waw8, walls 



Winfomc, handfome 
Wift, hio'u) 

Witherfliins, to move 
contrary 

Woo, V50/' 

Wood, mad 

Woody, a in i thy 

Wow! wonder/ til! Id ah! 



Wauk, wa'ky Id. wake Wylic, cunning 
Walerife, not inclined Wyfon, the guHet 



tofleep 
Wear in, hem in 
Wcc, little 
Weind, thnght 
Weirs, wars 
Wha, who 
Whang, a targe cut 



Wytc, to blame 
Uiico, veryfirange 



YAD, a mare 
Yefe, yefhali 
If «rn-, defire 
\ eitrccn, yeflernight 



FINIS. 
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